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JOHN HUGHES, Bly 


> 


HIS amiable man, and elegant author, was the 
ſon of a citizen of London, and was born at 
Marlborough in Wiltſhife, on the 29th of Jan. 1657, 
but received the rudiments of his education in private 
ſchools at London. Even in the very earlieſt parts of 
life, his genius feem'd to ſhew itlelf equally inclin'd to 


each of the three ſiſter arts, Muſic, Poetry, and Deſign, - 


m all which he mage a very conſiderable progreſs. To 
his excellence in theſe qualifications, his cotemporary 
and friend, Sir Richard Steele, bears the following ex- 
traordinary teſtimonial: “He may (ſays that Author) 
© be the emulation. of more perſons of different talents 
than any one-I have ever ben. His head, hands, 
r heart, were always employed in ſomething worthy 
+ imitation, His pencil, his bow, or his pen, each of 


© which he uſed in a maſterly manner, were always 
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„ directed to raiſe and entertain his own mind, or that 
«© of others, to a more chearfut proſecution of what is 
% noble and virtuous.” Such is the evidence borne to 
his talents by a writer of the firſt rank; yet he ſeems, 
for the moſt part, to have purſued theſe and other po. 
Itte ftudies, little farther than by the way of agreeable 
ee al under frequent confinement, occaſioned by 
indiſpoſition, and a valetudinarian ſtate of health. 

Mr Hughes had, for ſome time, an employment in 
the Office of Ordnance, and was Secretary to two or 
three Commiſſioners under the Great Seal for the pur- 
chaſe of lands, in order to the better ſerving the docks 
and harbours at Portſmouth, Chatham and Harwich, ” 

In the year 1717, the Lord Chancellor Cdwper, to 
whom our Author had not long been known, thought 
proper, without any previous ſolicitation, to nomimate 
Him his ſecretary for the commiſſions of the peace, and 
to diftinguiſh him with fingular marks of his favour 
and affection; and, upon his Lordſhip's laying down 
the Great Seal, he was, at the particular recommenda- 
tion of this his patron, and with the ready concurnence 
of his ſucceſſor the Earl of Macclesfield, continued in 
the ſame employment, which he held till the time of 
his deceaſe, the 17th of Feb. 1719, being the very 
Right on which his celebrated tragedy of The Siege of 
Damaſcus made its firſt appearance on the ſtage ; when, 
after a life moſtly ſpent in pain and ſickneſs, he was 
carried off by a conſumption, having but barely com- 
pleated his 42d year, and at a period in which he had 
Juſt arrived at an agreeable competence, and was ad- 
vancing, with rapid ſteps, towards the pinnacle of fame 
and fortnne, He was privately buried in the vault un- 
der the chancel of St Andrew's church. in Holburn. 

As a Man, the-worthy mention made of him by 
numbers of his cotemporary writers, is ſufficient to 
give us the moſt exalted idea of his virtues; and, as a 
" WRITER, no ſtronger proof can be offered of the 
eſteem he was held in by the trueſt judges of poetry, 
than to mention that the great Mr Addiſon, after has 


N 


vin 


hin 


hat 
he 

on!. 
tho! 
dert 
di ffi 


jult 


tion 
ſo c: 


n U rr 5 * 


ving ſuffered the four firſt acts of his tragedy to ly by 
him for ſeveral years, without putting the finiſhing 
hand to the piece, at length fix'd on Mr Hughes, whom 
he earneſtly perſuaded to undertake the taſk,' as the 
only perſon capable of it, to add a fifth act to it. And 
though that author afterwards thought proper to un- 
dertake it himſelf, yet it was by no means from any 
diffdence of this gentleman's abilities, but from the 


jult reflection that no one could have ſo perfect a no- 


tion of his deſign as himſelf, who had been 0 long and 
ſo carefully TY of it. 
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INTRO DUCTTON. 


HE time of the following action ts 
about two years after Mahomet*s 
death, under the next ſucceeding Caliph 
| Abubeker. The Saracen Caliphs were 
ſupreme both in ſpiritual and temporal 
affairs; and Abubeker, following the 
ſteps of Mahomet, had made a confide- 
| rable progrefs in propagating his new ſu- 
perſtition by the ſword. He had ſent a 
numerous army into Syria, under the 
command of Caled, a bold and bloody 
Arabian, who had conquered ſeveral 
towns. The ſpirit of enthuſiaſm, newly 
pour'd forth among them, acted in its 
utmoſt vigour ; and the perſuaſion, that 
they who turn'd their backs in fight were 
accurſed of God, and that they who fell 
in battle paſs'd immediately into paradiſe, 
made them an overmatch for all the forces 
which the Grecian Emperor Heractius 
could ſend againſt them. It was a very 
important period of time, and the eyes 
of the whole world were fix'd with ter- 


— 


of 


w= INTRODUCTION. 
ror on theſe ſucceſsful ſavages, who com- 
mitted all their barbarities under the 
name of religion; and ſoon after, by ex- 
tending their conqueſts over the Grecian 
empire, and through Perſia and Eg gypt 


pire of the Saracens, which laſled for ſe- 
veral centuries; to which the Turks of 
later years ſucceeded. 

The Saracens were now ſet down be- 
fore Damaſcus, the capital city of Syria, 
when the action of this tragedy begins, 
This was about the year of our Lord 634. 


All who have written of thoſe times re- 
preſent the ſtate of Chriſtianity in great 


confuſion, very much corrupted, and di- 
vided with controverſies and diſputes, 
which, together with an univerſal depra- 
vity of manners, and the decay of good 
policy and ancient diſciphne in the em- 
pire, gave a mighty advantage to Maho- 
met and his follo wers, and prepar'd the 
way for their amazing ſucceſs. 
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foundation of that mighty 8 
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3 Spoken by Mr MIL L Ss. 


OFT has the Muſe here try'd her magic arts, 
To raiſe your fancies,” and engage your hearts : 
When cer this little ſpot ſhe ſhakes her wand, 
Towns, cities, nations, riſe at her command; 

Ard armies march obedient to her call; 
Now flates are form'd, and ancient empires fall. 
To vary your inſtruftion and delight, 


Paſt ages roll renew'd before your fiobt. 


His awful form the Greek and Roman wears, 
Wat'd from his. ſlumber of two thouſand years : 
And man's whole race, reſtor'd to joy and pain, 
AF all their little, greatneſs er again. 

No common woes to-night we ſet to view; 
Tmportant is the time, the ſtory new. 
Cur opening ſcenes ſhall to your ſight diſcloſe 
How ſpiritual dragooning firſt arſe ; 
claims drawn from Heav'n by @ Barbarian lord, 
And faith firſt propagated by the fword. 
In rocky Araby this peſt began, ; \ 

nc: 


And fwiftly &er the neighbour-country ra 


By faction weaken'd, and diſunion broke, 
Degenerate provinces admit the yoke, | 
Nor flopp'd their progreſs, till, reſijllefs grown, 
Th enthuſiaſts made all Aſia's world their own. 
Britons, be warn 'A, let een your pleaſures here 


| Convey ſome moral to th* attentive car. 


Beware leſt bleſſings long poſſeſs'd diſpleaſe, 
Nor grew ſupine with liberty and caſe 
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Your country's glory be your conſtant aim, 

Her ſafety all is yours; think yours her fame. 
Unite at hyme——forego inteſtine jars; 

Then ſcorn the rumours of religicus wars; 

Speak loud in thunder from your guarded foores, \ 
And tell the Continent, the ſea is yours. 
Speak on. and ſay, by war you'll peace maintain, 
Till brigtteſt years, rg erv'd for GEORGE's reigu, 
Advarce, ard ſhine in their appointed round; 

Arts then ſball flouriſh, pienteous joys abound, 

And, chear'd ty hin, each loyal muſe ſoall fig 


The happieſt iſland, and the greateſt XING. 
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PROLOGUE, . 


Spoken by Mr MILWA RV, 


On the Revival in March 1734-5. 


. HERE ferce and fancy, with united charms, 

Mingle the ſweets of love with war's-alarms, 

Our Author ſhows, in eaſlern pomp array d, 

The conq'ring hero and the conjlant maid. 

None der knew ſuch noble heights to ſear, 

Thy Phædra, and tho Cato charm'd before. 
While in the luſtre of his glowing lines 

T! Arabian paradiſe fo gayly ſpines, 

ith winy rivers, racy fruits ſupply'd, 

Aud beauties ſparkling in immortal pride, 

Gallants, you'll own, that a reſitle/s fire 

Dil juſily their ename d breajls injpire. 
Al firſt, a numerous audience crown'd this play, 
Aad kind applauſes mark'd its happy way, 

| TWhile he, lite his own Phocyas, ſnatch'd from view, 

To fairer realms with ripen'd glory flew. 


| Humane, tho witty; humble, tho' aimir'd; 

Mept by the great, the virtuous ſage expir d? 
Still may the Bard, beneath kind planets born, 

Whom ev'ry Grace and every Muſe adorn, 

Whoſe ſpreading fame bas reach'd to: fereign lands, 

Recetve ſome tribute too from Britiſh bands. 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


CHRISTIANS. 4 


EUMENES, governor of Damaſcus, 

He BIS his friend, one of thc chiefs of the city. 

PHOCYAS. a noble and valiant n privately in love 
with Eudocia. 

AxT:4M0N, an oſſieer of the . 

Sr EKG US, an expreſs from the Emperor Heraclius. 


Evpocia, daughter of Eumenes. 


Officers, Soldiers, Citizens, and Attendants, 


SARACENS. 0 


CAL x o, general of the Saracen army. \ 

AB VD AE, the next in command under Caled, 

Dara, a wild Arabian, proteſſiug Mabemetaniſm for the 
ſake of the ſpoil. 


SERFABIL, 


Saracen captains. 
RAPHAN, "2 | Toe 


Officers, Soldiers, Attendants. 


SCENE, The City of Damaſcus in Syria, and the Saracesi 
camp before it. And in the laſt Att, a Valley adjacent, 
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StEGH of DAM AS Cs. 


ACT PEN 
The City. 


Enter EUMENES, follow'd by a croud of people, 


EUMENE5S. 


Or ſtop your clamorous mouths, that ſtiH are open 
To bawl ſedition, and conſume our corn. 
If you will follow me, ſend home your women, 
And follow to the walls ; there carn your fafety, 


; 1 * hear no more. Be gone! 


As brave men ſhou'd.—Pity your wives and childre 
| Yes, I do pity them, Heav'n knows I do, 


Een more than you; nor will I yield 'em up, 
Tho' at your own requeſt, a prey to ruffi ans 
Herbis, what news? 


Enter HERBIS. 


Herb. News! We're betray'd, deſerted; 
The works are but half mann'd; the Saracens 
Perceive it, and pour on ſuch crouds, they blunt 
Our weapons, and have drain'd our ſtores of death. 
What will you next? 

Zum. I've ſent a freſh recruit; 

The valiant Phocyas leads 'em on whole deeds, 
In early youth aſſert his noble race; 
A more than common ardor ſeems to warm 
His breaſt, as if he lov'd and courted danger. 
Herb. I fear 'twill be too late, 
VoL. IV. B 
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Zum. | Aſide.) IJ fear it too: 10 
And tho? I brav'd it to the trembling croud, ou 
I've eaught th' infection, and I dread th” event. SY MG 
Wou'd I had treated. but 'tis now too late. T). 
Come, Herbis. ¶Zxeunt. WE He 
[A noiſe is heard without, of officers giving order;, ME Thc 
1 Off. Help there! more help! all to the eaſtern gate. For 
2 Off. Loak where they cling aloft like cluſter'd bees; Till 
Here, archers, ply your bows. \ BS -©7 
1 Of. Down with the ladders ; M © Our 
What! will you let them mount? = wi 
2 Off. Aloft there! give the — you that wait | Our 
In St Mark's tower. | Unce 
1 Off. Is the town aſleep? | That 
King out th' alarum bell. | | TH / 
[ Bell rings, and the citizens run to and fro in con- He 
> ws on. A great ſhout. | | Of th 


 Euter HERBIS. 


Herb. So—the tide turns ; Phocyas has driv'n it back. Sand 
The gate once more is ours. o = 
Enter EUMENES, PHOCYAS, ARTAMON, c. | ad 1 
Zum. Brave Phocyas, thanks! mine and the peoples? Our el 
thanks! [ People ſhout, and cry, A Phocyas ! &c. To leg 
Yet, that. we may not loſe this breathing ſpace, Mean | 
Hang out the flag of truce. You Artamon, The ci 
Haſte with a trumpet to th' Arabian chiefs, And th 
And let them know, that, hoſtages exchang'd, Our ſo] 
I'd meet them now upon the eaſtern plain. | | And lor 
[Exit Artamon, What | 
Pho. What means Eumenes ? And ſal 
Zum. Phocyas, I wou'd try Tum. 
By friendly treaty, if on terms of peace Believe 
They'll yet withdraw their powers. To pure 
| Pho. On terms of peace? That fai 
Wi bat peace can you expect from bands of robbers ? To our 
What tertys from ſlaves, but ſlavery?— You know Cheriſh | 
Theſe. wretches fight not at the call of honour ; And in © 
For injur'd rights, or birth, or Jealons greatnels, - Then, if 
Shou'd ſt 


That ſets the princes of the world in arms. . 
Baſe- born, and ſtary'd amidſt their ſtony deſerts, 


Act I. The SIEGE of DAMASCUS. 5 
Long have they view'd from far with wiſhing eyes 
Our fruitful vales, our fig-trees, olives, vines, 
Our cedars, palms, and all the verdant wealth 
That crowns fair Lebanon's aſpiring brows. 
Here have the locuſts pitch'd, nor will they leave 
Theſe taſted ſweets, theſe blooming fields of plenty, 
Por barren ſands, and native poverty, 
Till drivn away by force. 
Lum. What can we do? 

Our people in deſpair, our ſoldiers ea 

With daily toil, and conſtant nightly watch: 
Our hope of cee from the Emperor 
Vncertain; Eutyches not yet return'd, 
That went to aſk them: one brave army beaten; 
Th' Arabians numerous, cruel, fluſh'd with conqueſt, 
| Herb. Beſides, you know what frenzy fires their minds, 
of their new faith, and drives them on to danger. 
Tum. True ;—they pretend the gates of paradiſe 
| Stand ever open to receive the fouls 
| Of all that die in fighting for their cauſe. 

Pho. Then wou'd I ſend their ſouls to paradiſe, © 

And give their bodies to our Syrian eagles, - 
| Our ebb of fortune is not yet ſo low 
To leave us defperate. Aids may ſoon arrive: 
| Mean time, in ſpite of their late bold attack, 

The city ſtill is ours; their force repell'd, 
And therefore weaker; proud of this ſucceſs, 
Our ſoldiers too have gain'd redoubled courage, 
And long to meet them on the open plain. 
n, What hinders then but we repay this outrage, 
And ſally on their camp? 

Eum. No Allet us firſt * | 
Believe th* occaſion fair, by this advantage, 
To purchaſe their retreat on eaſy terms : 
That failing, we the better ſtand acquitted 
To our own citizens. Howe'er, brave Phocyas, 


Cheriſh this ardor in the ſoldiery, 2 


And in our abſence form what force thou canſt. 
Then, if theſe hungry blood- hounds of the war 
Shou'd (till be deaf to peace, at our return 

B 2 


_ * 47 Lo a man: ae 0 8 
. ö — . — , - * * 
— . 7 7. wr AR > 7 * omg — =_ - A 


16 The.SIEGE of DAMASCUS. 


Our widen'd gates ſhall pour a ſudden flood 
Of vengeance on | them, and chaſtiſe their ſcorn. [¶ Ex. 


CENA II. 


Changes fo a plain before the city, A proſped of 
tents at a diſtance. 


| 1 
CALE PD, ABU DAR, DARAN. 


Dar. To treat, my chiefs ?—— What, are we mer- 
chants then, 


That only came to traffic with theſe Syrians, 


And poorly cheapen conqueſt on conditions? 

No; we were ſent to fight the Caliph's battles, 

Till every iron neck bend to obedience. 

Another ſtorm makes this proud city ours ; 

What need to treat? —1T am for war and plunder,. 
Cal. Why, ſo am Land but to ſave the lives 

Of Muſſulmans, not Chriſtians, wou'd not treat. 

I hate theſe Chriſtian dogs; and 'tis our taſk, - 

As thou obſerv'ſt, to fight; our law enjoins it, 

Heav'n too is promis'd only to the valiant. 

Ofr has our Prophet ſaid, the happy plains 

Abore ly ſtretch'd beneath the blaze of ſwords. 
Aba. Yet Daran's loth to truſt that Heav'n for pay: 


This earth, it ſeems, has gifts that pleaſe him more. 


Cal, Check not his zeal, Abudah. 

Abu. No; I praiſe it. 
Yet I could wiſh that zeal had better motives, 
Has victory no fruits but blood and plunder? 
That we were ſent to fight, 'tis true; but wherefore?: 
For conqueſt, not deſtruction. T hat obtain'd, 
The more we ſpare, the Caliph has more ſubjects, 
And Heay'n is better ſerv'd. — But ſee they come. 


Enter EUMENES, HERBIS, ARTAMON- 


Cal. Well, Chriſtians, we are met—and war: awbile, 
At your requeſt, has ſtill'd its angry voice, 
To hear what you'll propoſe. 
Eum, We come to know, 
— 
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Act I. The S1 EG E of DAMASCUS. 77 
After ſo many troops you've loſt in vain, 
If you'll draw off in peace, and ſave the reſt. 

Herb. Or rather to know firſt for yet we know not 
Why on your lieads you call our pointed arrows, 
In our own juſt defence? What means this viſit ? | 
And why we ſee ſo many thouſand tents + | ; 


| Riſe in the air, and whiten all our fields? 


Cal. Is that a queſtion now ?—you had our ſummons, 
| When firſt we march'd againſt you, to ſurrender. 
| Two moons have waſted ſince, and now the third- 


s in its wane. Tis true, drawn off awhile 


At Aiznadin we met, and fought the powers 


Sent by your Emperor to raiſe our ſiege. 


Vainly you thought us gone; we gain'd a conqueſt... 


| You ſee we are return'd; our hearts, our cauſe, 


Our ſwords the ſame. 
Herb. But why thoſe ſwords were draun, 


| And what's that cauſe, inform us. 


Eum. Speak your wrongs, 3 
If wrongs you have receiv'd, and by what means 
They may be now repair'd. | \ 
Abu. Then, Chriſtians, hear! 
And Heav'n inſpire you to embrace its truth ! 
Not wrongs t' avenge, but to eſtabliſh right, 
| Our (words were drawn: for ſuch is Heav'n's command 
Immutable. By us great Mahomet, - 
And his ſueceſſor, holy Abubeker, 


Invite you to the faith. 


Art. aſide.] So——then it ſeems 
There's no harm meant; we're only to be beaten 
Into a new religion If thatk all, 
] ind I am already half a convert. 
Eum. Now in the name of Heav'n, what faith is this 
That ſtalks gigantic forth, thus arm'd with terrors, 
As if it meant to ruin, not to fave? 
That leads embattled legions to the field, # 
And marks its progreſs out with blood and ſlaughter? 
Herb. Bold frontleſs men! that impudently dare 
To blend religion with the worſt of crimes 
B. 3 
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A 

And ſacrilegiouſly uſurp that name 
To cover frauds and juſtify oppreſſion ! v 
Eum. Where are your prieſts? what doctors of your "I N 
Have you e'er ſent, Yinſtru@ us in its precepts ? v 
To ſolve our doubts, and ſatisfy our reaſon, H 
And kindly lead us thro' the wilds of error In 
To theſe new tracts of truth? This wou'd be friendſhip, T. 
And well might claim our thanks. 
Cal. Friendſhip like this T 
With ſcorn had been receiv'd ; your numerous vices, W 
Your claſhing ſe&s, your mutual} rage and ſtrife Fo 
Have driv'n religion, and her angel guards He 
Like out-caſts from among you. In her ſtead, W 
Uſurping ſuperſtition bears the ſway, Bu 
And reigns in mimic ſtate, midſt idol ſhews, 10 
And pageantry of power. Who does not mark 1 
Your lives? rebellious to your own great Prophet Ani 
Who mildly taught you—therefore Mahomet Fei 
Has brought the ſword to govern you by force, 7 
Nor will accept obedience ſo precarious. We 
Zum. O ſolemn truths, tho? from an impious tongue! Tw. 
: 2 (4/34, WF To 
That we're unworthy of our holy faith, "4m 
To Heav'n with grief and eonſcious ſhame we own. Wh 
But what are you that thus arraign our vices, Aſc 
And conſecrate your own? vile hypocrites! Ten 
Are you not ſons of rapine, foes to. peace, | Ct 
Baſe robbers, murderers —— \ Wi 
Cal. Chriſtian, No | | See, 
Zuni. Then ſay, Wn Are 
Why have you ravag'd all our peaceful borders? Prou 
Plunder'd our towns? and by what claim e'en now Hav. 
You tread this ground? Oer 
Herb. What claim, but that of hunger? And 
The claim of ravenous wolves, that leave their dens Ther 
To . at midnight, round ſome ſleeping village, That 
Or watch the ſhepherd's folded flock for prey ? The 
Cal. Blaſphemers, know, your fields and towns are ours, i He 


Our Prophet has beſtow'd 'em on the faithful, | Wha 
And 3 itſelf has ratify'd the grant. Is co: 


I 


1e! 
ide. 


urs, 
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Zum. Oh! now indeed you boaſt a noble title ! 
What cou'd your Prophet grant? a hireling ſlave ! 
Not e'en the mules and camels which he drove 
Were his to give; and yet the bold impoſtor 
Has canton'd out the kingdoms of the earth, 

In frantic fits of viſionary power, 
To ſoothe his pride, and bribe his fellow-madmen !. 

Cal. Was it for tis you. ſent to aſk a parley, 

T' affrort our faith, and to traduce our Prophet? 
Well might we anſwer you with quick revenge 
For ſuch indignities.—— Yet hear once work, 
Hear this our laſt demand; and this accepted. 
We yet withdraw our wer. Be Chriſtians (till, 
But ſwear to live with us in firm alliance, 


To yield us aid, and pay us annual tribute. 


Eum. No: — ſhould we grant you aid, we muſt be rebels; 


And tribute is the ſlaviſh badge of conqueſt: 


Yet ſince, on juſt and honourable terins, - 
We aſk bc for our own — Ten ſilken veſts,. 
Weighty with pearl and gems, we'll ſend your Caliph; 
Two, Caled, ſhall be thine ; two thine, Abudah. 

To each inferior captain we decree 


A turbant ſpun from our Damaſcus flax 


White as the ſnows of Heav'n ; to every ſoldier 
A ſcimitar. This, and of ſolid gold 
Ten ingots, be the price to buy your abſence. 
Cal. This, and much more, een all your ſhining wealth, 


Will ſoon be ours; look round your Syrian frontiers } 


See, in how many towns our hoiſted flags 
Are waving in the wind ; Sachna, and Hawran, 
Proud Tadmore, Aracah, and ſtubborn Boſra, 


Have bow'd beneath the yoke ;—behold our march 


O'er half your land, like flame thro? fields of harveſt, 
And laſt view Aiznadin, that vale of blood ! 
There ſeek the ſouls of forty thouſand Greeks 
That, freſh from life, yet hover o'er their bodies. 
Then think, and then reſolve. 

Herb, Preſumpeno men 
What tho' you yet can boaſt ſweceTvful vita 
Is conqueſt oply yours? or dare you hope 
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That you ſhall (till pour on the ſwelling tide, 
Like ſome proud river that has left its banks, 
Nor ever know repulle ? 
Eum. Have you forgot ? 
Not twice ſeven years are paſt ſince &en your pro phet, 
Bold as he was, and boaſting aid divine, 
Was by the tribe of Coreſh forc'd to fly, 


Poorly to fly, to ſave his wretched life, ö How 
From Mecca to Medina? Since 
Abu. No: — forgot? | Doſt 

- Pha 


We well remember how Medina fkreen'dd 
That holy head, pre ſerv'd for better days, | I mul 
And ripening years of glory ! Peace 


Dar. Why, my chiefs, To di 
Will you waſte time, in offering terms deſpis d | And t 
To theſe idolaters? Words are but „, If we 
Blows wou'd plead better, | To he 

Cal. Daran, thou ſay ſt true. | ud 
Chriſtians, here end our truce. Behold, once more | Vaniſ} 
The ſword of Heav'n is drawn ! nor ſhall be theath's Keturr 
But in the bowels of Damaſcus. | Es | P lo. 

Zum. That, Infpiri1 
Or ſpeedy vengeance, and deſtruction due Theſe 
To the proud menacers, as Heav'n ſees fit! Be cha: 

LExeunt ſeverally, And a! 

Zud. 

S C BE NN: &#- ME Muſt w 
And Ph 


Changes to a Garden, Pho. 


Diſmiſs 


EupoclA. | 
Albs huſh'd around !—No more the ſhouts of ſoldiers if gs 2 os 
And claſh of arms tumultuous fill the air. . 7 : A 
Methinks this interval of terror ſeems | i 
Like that when the loud thunder juſt has rolPd yg; 
That the 


O'er our affrighted heads, and in the Heav'ns 
A momentary filence but prepares 
A ene and a louder clap to follow. 

Enter P:: OCIAS. 
O no—my hero comes, with better omens, 
And every gloomy thought is now no mores 


A ſally i: 
And ſoldi 
Preſs all 
0 my Eu 
Did J a) 
Is love, 70 


— 


Pho. Where is the treaſure of my ſoul?—Eudocia 
$ Behold me here impatient, like the miſer 
That often ſteals in ſecret to his gold, 


The ſhining heaps which he till fears to loſe. 
Eud. Welcome, thou brave, thou beſt deſerving lover! 
How do I doubly ſhare the common ſafety, 
since tis a debt to thee !—but el me, Phocyas, 
| Doſt thou bring peace ?—thou doſt, and I am happy! 

Pho. Not yet, Eudocia ; 'tis decreed by Heav'n 
] muſt do more to merit thy eſteem. 
peace, like a frighted dove, has wing'd her flight 
To diſtant hills, beyond theſe hoſtile tents ; 
| And thro' *em we mult thither force our way, 

If we would call the lovely wanderer back 
| To her forſaken home . 
Eud. Falſe flattering hope! 
Vaniſh'd fo ſoon !—alas, my faithful fears 
| Return, and tell me we muſt ſtill be wretched.! 
Pho.. Not ſo, my fair ; if thou but gently ſmile, 
Inſpiring valour, and preſaging conqueſt, 
Theſe barbarous foes to peace and love ſhall ſoon 
Be chas'd, like fiends before the morning light, 
And all be calm again. 
8 Eud. Is the truce ended? 
Muſt war, alas, renew its bloody rage, 
And Phocyas ever be expos'd to danger? 


Pho, Think for whoſe ſake danger itſelf has charms, 


Diſmiſs thy fears; the lucky hour comes on, 

Full fraught with joys, when my big ſoul no more 
Shall labour with this ſecret of my paſſion, 

To hide it from thy jealous father's eyes. 

Juſt now, by ſignals from the plain, I've learn'd 
That the proud foe refuſe us terms of honour ; 

A ſally is reſolv'd; the citizens 

and ſoldiers, kindled into ſudden fury, | 

Preſs all in crouds, and beg I'll lead 'em on 

0 my Eudocia ! if I now ſucceed 


TS 


Did I ſay if muſt, I will; the cauſe 
Is love, 'tis liberty, it is Eudocia !— 
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And counts with trembling joy, and jealous tranſport, 
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And now I ſee thee crown'd with palm and olive; 
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What then {hull hinder, ſince our mutual faith 
Is pledg'd, and thou conſenting to my bliſs, 
But I may boldly aſk thee of Eumenes, 
Nor fear a rivaPs more prevailing claim ? 

Eud, May bleſlings ſtill attend thy arms I- methinks 
Pve caught the flame of thy heroic ardor ? 


The ſoldiers bring thee back with ſongs of triumph, 
And loud applauding ſhouts; thy reſcu'd country 
Reſounds thy praiſe ; our Emperor Heraclius 
Decrees thee honours for a city ſav'd, [ Orr 
And pillars riſe of monumental braſs 658 
n 


Inſcrib'd To Priocyas the DELIVERER, 

Pho. The honours and rewards which thou haſt nam'd | 'Twas 
Are bribes too little for my vaſt ambition | Impati 
My ſoul is full of thee !—Thou art my all Herb 
Of fame, of triumph, and of future fortune. His ral 
'T was love of thee firſt ſent me forth in arms, Muſt v 

My ſervice is all thine, to thee devoted. And mz 
And thou alone canſt make e'en conqueſt pleaſing, Muſt w 

Eud. O do not wrong thy merit, nor reſtrain it [Becauſe 
To narrow bounds ; but know, I beſt am pleas'd Wants 
To ſhare thee with thy country. O my Phocyas! You ſho 
With conſcious bluſhes oft I've heard thy vows, | Eum, 
And ſtrove to hide, yet more reveal'd my heart 3 z Twas 1 
But 'tis thy virtue juſtifies my choice, (And ſur 

And what at firſt was weakneſs, now is glory. Roſe all 

Pho. Forgive me, thou fair pattern of all goodneſs! le ſou] 
If in the tranſpo f unboynded paſſion, Herb, 
I ſtill am loſt to _ thought but thee. | took ye 
Yet ſure to love thee thus is ev'ry virtue; hat in 
Nor need I more perfe&tion. —Hark ! Pm call'd. Eum. \ 

[Trumpet ſounds, Herb. 

Eud. Then go—and Heav'n with all its angels guard e ſay, 

thee. nat cow 

Pho. Farewell — for thee once more I ww the ſword, well may 
Now to the field to gain the glorious prize; 0 _ th 

um. O 


Tis victory: — the word, Eudocia's eyes! [LExeunt, 
a | Ut that tl 


ollefles a 
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ACT - ern L 
The Governor*s Palace. 


EVME NES, HERBIS. 


HERBT1sS. 


7111 I muſt fay'twas wrong, *twas wrong, Eumenes.) 


And mark th' erent ! 
Eum, What cou'd I leſs? you ſaw 


| Twas vain t' oppoſe it, whilſt his eager valour, | 
Impatient of reſtraint. 


Herb. His eager valour ? 
His raſhneſs, his hot youth, his valour's fever! 


Muſt we, whoſe buſineſs is to keep our walls, 


And manage warily our little ſtrength, 

Muſt we at once laviſh away our blood, 

Becauſe his pulſe beats high, and his mad courage 
Wants to be breath'd in ſome new enterpriſe 


You ſhou'd not have conſented, 
Eum, You forget, 
'Twas not my voice alone ; you ſaw, the people 
n inſtincts are from Heav' * 
Roſe all at once tos follow him, as if 
One ſoul inſpir'd 'em; and that ſoul were Phocyas. 
Herb, J had indeed forgot; and aſk your pardon, 
I took you for Eumenes, and I thought 
hat in Damaſcus you had chief command. 
Eum. What doſt thou mean? 
Herb. Nay, who's forgetful now? 
ou ſay, the people Yes, that very people, 
That coward tribe that preſs'd you to ſurrender ! 
Well may they ſpurn at loſt authority; 
hom they like better, better they'll obey. 
Eum. O I cou'd curſe the giddy changeful ſlaves, ' 
ut that the thought of this hour's great event 
olleſſes all my foul, If we are be aten 
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24 The SIEGE of DAMASCUS. A&n, 
Herb, The poiſon ran 'iis well.— I'll give hin 


more. TAſide, 8e 

True, if we're beaten, who ſhall anſwer that? * 
Shall you, or I ? Are you the governor nn T1 
Or ſay we conquer, whoſe is then the praiſe? = 87 
Zum. I know thy friend fears; that thou and I An 


Muſt ſtoop beneath a beardle's riſing hero 
And in Heraclius' court it ſhall be ſaid, 

| Damaſcus. nay perhaps the empire too, 
Ow'd its deliverance to a boy. — Why, be it, 
So that he now return with victory; | 
-- ?Tis honour greatly won, and let him wear it. 
Yet I cou'd wiſh I needed leſs his ſervice. 
Were Eutyches return'd- 

Herb. aſide.] That, that's my torture. 
J ſent my ſon to th* Emperor's court, in hopes 
His merit at this time might raiſe his fortunes; 
But Phocyas+— curſe upon his forward virtues l 
Is reaping all this field of fame alone, 
Or leaves him ſcarce the gleanings of a harveſt. 

Eum See, Artamon with haſty ſtrides returning; 
He comes alone !-—O friend, thy fears were juſt, 
What are we now, and what is loſt Damaſcus ? 


Enter AR TAM ON. 


An. Joy to Eumenes ! 

Eum. Joy! —is't poſſible? 
Doſt thou bring news of ? 
Art. The ſun 

Is ſet in blood, and from the weſtern ſkies 

Has ſeen three thouſand flaughter'd Arabs fall. Phocya 
Herb. Is Phocyas ſafe ? Succeſs 
Art. He is, and crown'd with triumph. 
Herb. aſide. ] My fears indeed were juſt. 

[Shout. A Phocyas ! a Phocyas: 


Fortune 
What 1] 
By ſluic. 


Fum. What noiſe is that ? If thoug 
Herb. The people worſhipping their new divinity. N Vor 4 , 
Shortly they'll build him temples, | Again Py 


„ Zum. Tell us, ſoldier, And let 1 
Since thou haſt ſhar'd the glory of this action, Keep wa 
Tell us how it began. Vo. 


"0 
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Art. At firſt the foe 
Seem'd much ſurpris'd; but taking hs th' alarm 
Gather'd ſome haſty troops, and march'd to meet us. 
The captain of theſe bands Jook'd wild and fierce, 
His head unarm'd, as if in ſcorn of danger, 
And naked to the waſte; as he drew near, 
He rais'd his arm, and ſhook a pond'rous lance ; 
When all at once, as at a ſignal giv'n, 
We heard the Tecbir, ſo theſe Arabs call 
Their ſhouts of onſet, when with loud appeal 
They challenge Heav'n, as if demanding conqueſt, 
The battle join'd, and thro? the barbarous hoſt 
| Fight, Fight, and Paradiſe was all the cry. 
At laſt our leaders met; and gallant Phocyas 
But what are words to tel] the mighty wonders 
We ſaw him then perform? their chief unhors'd, 
The Saracens ſoon broke their ranks and fled ; 
_ And had not a thick evening fog aroſe 
(Which ſure the devil rais'd up to ſave his friends 1) 
The ſlaughter had been — behold! 
The hero comes. 
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Enter PHOCYAS. EUMENES meeting hin. 


Eum. Joy to brave Phocyas! 
Eumenes gives him back the joy he ſent. 
The welcome news has reach'd this place before thee, 
How ſhall thy country pay the debt ſhe owes thee ? 
Pho. By taking this as earneſt of a debt 
Which I owe her, and fain wou'd better pay. 
Herb. In ſpite of envy I muſt praiſe him too, [ Aſides 
Phocyas, thou haſt done bravely, and ' tis fit 
Succeſsful virtue take a time to reſt. | 
Fortune is fickle, and may change ; beſides, 
What hall we gain, if from a mighty ocean 
By ſluices we draw off ſome little ſtreams ? 
If thouſands fall, ten thouſands more remain. 
Nor ought we hazard worth ſo great as thine 
Againſt ſuch odds; ſuffice what's done already ; ; 
And let us now, in hope of better days, 
Keep wary watch, and wait th' expected ſuccours. 
Vol. IV. CG 
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Pho. What !——to be coop'd whole months within F 
our walls? A 
"To ruſt at home, and ſicken with inaction ? | 
. The courage of our men will Aroop and die, 
If not kept up by daily exerciſe. V 
Again the beaten foe may force our gates. T 
And Victory, if ſighted thus, take wing, Ar 
And fly where ſhe may find a better welcome. 4 
Art. aſide. ] It muſt be ſo- he hates him, .on my W 
ſoul, To 
This Herbis is a foul old envious knave. 1 
Methinks Eumenes too might better thank him. Ane 
Zum. to Herb. aſide.] Urge him no more. Þ 
Tln think of thy late warning, | Red 
And thou ſhalt ſee 1 yet be governor. For 
[4 letter brought i, By | 
Pho. looking on it. J 'Tis to Eumenes. | Wh: 
Eum. Ha! from Eutyches. Witl 
J Reads. ] The Emperor, awaken'd with the danger And 
4 That threatens his dominions, and the loſs Eu 
4 At Aiznadin, has drain'd his garriſons Wha 
4 Fo raile a {econd army. In few hours And 
- 4 We hall begin our march Sergius brings this, Phi 
4 And will inform you further.” | Leſs t 
Herb. aſide.] Heav'n, I tiiank thee 1 That 
is een beyond my hepes. Her c 
> Zum. But where is Sergius? But nt 
Meſſ. The letter, faſten'd to an arrows head, Virtue 
Was ſhot into the town. A real 
Zum. I fear he's taken. — Thro? 
O Phocyas, Herbis, Artamon ! my friends! When 
You are all ſharers in this news; the ſtorm May w 
Is blowing o'er, that hung like night upon us, Eum 
And threaten'd deadly ruin. — Haſte, proclaim 
The welcome tidings loud thro? all the city. Her ric 
Let ſparkling lights be ſeen from every turret, Her me 
To tell our joy, and ſpread their blaze to Heav'n! Nor can 
Prepare for feaſts; danger ſhall wait at diſtance, Proport; 
And fear be now no more. The jolly ſoldier Pho. , 


Arab citizen {all meet o'er their full bowls, By traſh 


Aft IT. The SIEGE of DAMASCUS, 27 


Forget their toils, and laugh their cares away, 

And mirth and re cloſe this happy day. | 
| [ Exeunt Herb. and Art. 
_ Pho.. And may ſucceeding days prove yet more happy l 
| Well doſt thou bid che voice of triumph found 
Throꝭ all our ſtreets ; our city. calls thee father; 

And ſay, Eumenes, doſt thou not perceive 

A father's tranſport riſe within thy breaſt, 
Whilſt in this act thou art the hand of Heav'n, 
To deal forth bleſſings, and diſtribute joy? 

Eum. The bleflings Heav'n beſtows are freely ſent, 
And ſhou'd be freely ſhar'd. 

Pho, True; generous minds 
Redoubled feel the pleaſures they impart. 

For me, if I've deſerv'd by arms or counſels, 

By hazards gladly ſought, and greatly proſper'd;. 
| Whate'er I've added to the public ſtock, 

With joy I ſee it in Eumenes' hands, 

And wiſh but to receive my ſhare from thee; 

Eum, I cannot, if I wou'd, with-hold thy ſhare. 
What thou haſt done is thine ; the fame thy own ; 
| And virtuous actions will reward themſelves. 

Pho.. Fame !— What is that, if courted for herſelf ? 
Leſs than a viſion : a mere ſound, an-echo, 

That calls with mimic voice thro? woods and labyrinths: 
| Her cheated lovers; loſt and heard by fits, 
But never fix'd; al ſeeming nymph, yet nothing, 
Virtue, indeed, is a ſubſtantial good, 
A real beauty; yet with weary ſteps 
| Thro' rugged ways, by long laborious ſervice, 
When we have trac'd, and woo'd, and won the dame, 
May we not then expedt the dower ſhe brings ? 

um. Well —aſk that dower : ſay, can Damaſcus- 

pay it ? 

Her riches ſhall be. taxd,.name. but the ſum, 
Her. merchants. with ſome coſtly gems ſhall grace thee. 
Nor can Heraclius fail to grant thee honours, 
Proportion'd:te thy birth, and thy deſert. 

Pho. And can Numencs think I would be. brib'd. 
By traſh, by ſordid gold, to venal virtue? 
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What! ſerve my country for the ſame mean hire 
That can corrupt each villain to betray her? 
Why is ſhe ſav'd from theſe Arabian ſpoilers, 

If to be ſtripp'd by her own ſons? Forgive me, 
If the thought glows upon my cheeks ; I know 

*T was mention'd, but to prove how much I ſcorn it, 
As for Heraclius, if he own my conduct, 

I ſhall indulge an honeſt pride in honours 
Which I have ſtrove to merit. Yes, Eumenes, 

J have ambition yet the vaſt reward 

That ſwells my hopes, and equals all my wiſhes, 
Is in thy gift alone it is Eudocia, 

Eum. Eudocia! Phocyas, I am yet thy friend, 
And therefore will not hold thee long in doubt. 
Thou muſt not think of her. 

Pho, Not think of her! 
Impoſſidle !—She's ever preſent to me; 

My life, my foul ; ſhe animates my being, 
And kindles up my thoughts to worthy actions. 
And why, Eumenes, why not think of her ? 
Is not my rank 

Zum. Forbear—— what wont a herald 
To tell me who thou art? Yet once again 
Since thou wilt force me to a repetition, 

I ſay, thou muſt not think of her. 

Pho. Yet hear me; 

Why wilt thou judge, ere I can plead my eauſe ? 

Eum. Why wilt thou plead in vain? haſt thou not 

heard, 
My choice has deſtin'd her to Futyches ? 

Pho. And has ſhe then conſented to that choice ? 

Eum. Has the conſented !——What is her conſent? 
Is ſhe not mine? 

__Pho. She is; —and i in that title | 
Feen kings with envy may behold thy wealth, 
And think their kingdoms poor !—and yet, Eumenes, 
Shall ſhe, by being thine, be barr'd a privilege 
Which ev'n the meaneſt of her ſex may claim 2 2 
Thou wilt not force her? 
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Zuni. Who has told thee ſo? 
Id force her to be happy. 
| Pho, That thou canit not. 
What happineſs ſubſiſts in loſs of freedom? 
The gueſt conſtrain'd but murmurs at the banquet, 
Nor thanks his hoſt, but ſtarves amidſt abundance. ' 
Eum. 'Tis well, young man—Why then, I'Il learn 
from thee - 
To be a very tame obedient father. 
| Thou haſt already taught my child her duty. 
] find the ſource of all her diſobedience, 
Mer hate of me, her ſcorn of Eutyches; 
Ha! is't not ſo ?——come, tell me; Dll forgive thee. 
| Haſt thou not found her a moſt ready ſcholar ? 
I know thou haſt——why, what a dull old dotard- 
Was I, to think I ever had a daughter! 
Pho, I'm ſorry: that Eumenes thinks 
Eum. No Sorry! 
sorry for what? then thou doſt own thou'ſt wrong'd mel. 
That's ſomewhat yet Curſe on my ſtupid blindneſs! 
For had I eyes I might have ſeen it ſooner, 
Was this the ſpring of thy romantic bravery, . 
Thy boaſtful merit, thy officious ſervice ? 
Pho, It was—with pride I own it—'twas Eudocia ! 
] have ſerv'd thee in ſerving her, thou know'lt ir, 
And thought I might have found a better treatment. 
Why wilt thou force me thus to be a brappard, 
And tell thee that which thou ſhould'ſt tell thyſelf ? 
not lt grates my foul — I am not wont to talk thus, 
But I recal] my words — I have done nothing, 
And wou'd diſclaim all merit but my love. 
Eur. O no—ſay on, that thou haſt ſav'd Damaſcus, 
$ it not ſo? ——Look o'er her battlements, 
See, if the flying foe have left their camp! 
Why are our gates yet clos'd if thou haſt freed us? 
Tis irue, thou fought'ſt a ſkirmiſh—what of that ? 
Had Eutyches been preſent—— 
Pho, Eutyches ! - 
Nay wilt thou urge my temper with that trifler ? 
0 let him come ! that in yon ſpacious plain 
C 3 
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30 The SIEGE of DAMASCUS. Ad n. 
We may together charge the thickeſt ranks, 
Ruſh on-t6 battle, wounds, and glorious death, 
And prove who 'twas that beſt deſery'd Eudocia. 
Eum. That will be ſeen e'er long but fince I find 
Thou arrogantly would'ſt ufurp dominion, 
Believ'ſt thyfelf the guardian genius here, 
And that our fortunes hang upon thy fword ; 
Be that firſt try'd—for know, that from this moment 
Thou here haſt no command, —Farewell 80 ſtay, 
Or hence and j e the foe——thou haſt thy choice. 
[Exit Eumenes. 
Pho. . and a ede! proud ungrateful man! 
Am I a bubble then, blown up by thee, 
And toſs'd into the air to make thee ſport? 
Hence to the foe ! *tis well. Eudocia, 5 
O I will ſee thee, thou wrong'd excellence ! 
But how to ſpeak thy wrongs or my diſgrace? 
Impoſſible O rather let me walk 
Like a dumb ghoſt, and burſt my heart in filence. [ Exit, 


| The Garden. 


Fd 
Enter EUDOCIA. 


ud. Why muſt we meet by ſtealth, like guilty lovers! 
But 'twill not long be ſo- What joy *twill be 
To own my hero in his ripen'd honours, 
And hear applauding crowds pronounce me bleſs'd !— 
Sure hel] be here——See ! the fair riſing moon, 
Ere day's remaining twilight ſcarce is ſpent, 
Hangs up her ready lamp, and with mild luſtre 
Drives back the hovering ſhades? Come, Phocyas, come; 
This gentle ſeaſon is a friend to love; 
And now, methinks I cou'd, with equal paſſion, 
Meet thine, and tell thee all my ſecret ſoul, 


Enter PHOCYAS. 


He hears me—O my Phocyas !—What !—not anſwer! 
Art thou not he? or art ſome ſhadow ?——ſpeak. 
Pho, I am indeed a ſhadow———I am nothing. 


xit. 


ers! 


It will have vent -O barbarous curs'd—but hold 


| And chok'd my voice now I can ſpeak to thee. 
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Zud. What doſt thou mean for now I muy thee, 
Phocyas. 
Pho. And never can be thine. 


I had forgot——it was Eudocia's father: 

O cou'd I too forget how he had us'd me. 
Zud. I fear to aſk thee 
Pho. Deſt thou fear ? ———Alas! 

Then thcu wilt pity me. — O generous maid ! 

Thou haſt charmed down the rage that ſwelld my heart, 


And yet 'tis worſe than death what I have ſuffer'd ; 
It is the death of honour !—yet that's little; 
'Tis more, Eudocia, *tis the loſs of thee ! : 
Eud, Haſt thou not conquer'd ?—What are all theſe 
ſhouts, | 
This voice of general joy beard far around? 
What are theſe fires that caſt their glimmering light 
Againſt the ſky ? Are not all theſe thy triumph ? 
Pho. O name not triumph! talk no more of conqueltf 
It is indeed a night of general joy, 
But not to me ; Eudocia, I am come 
To take a laſt farewell of thee for ever. 
Fad. A laſt farewell! 
Pho. Yes. — How wilt thou hereafter 
Look on a wretch, deſpis'd, reviPd, caſhier'd, 
stripp'd of command, like a baſe beaten coward ? 
Thy cruel father I have told too much ;—— 
I ſhould not but for this have felt the wounds 
I got in fight for him——now, now they bleed. 
But I have done—and now thou haſt my ſtory, 
Is there a creature ſo accurs'd as Phocyas ? 
Eud. And can it be ?—Is this then thy reward? 
O Phocyas ! never wouldſt thou tell me yet 
That thou hadſt wounds ; now I muſt feel them too, 
For ts it not for me thou haſt borne this ? 
What elſe cou'd be thy crime ?—wert thou a traitor, 
Hadſt thou betray'd us, ſold us to the foe 
Pho. Wou'd I be yet a traitor, I have leave; 
Nay, I am dar'd to it with mocking ſcorn. 
My crime indeed was aſking thee ; that only 
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Has cancell'd all, if I had any merit; 

The city now is ſafe, my ſervice lighted, 

And I diſcarded like an. uſeleſs thing, 

Nay, bid be gone—and, if I like that better, 

Seek out new friends, and join yon barbarous hoſt, 
Eud. Hold—let me think. a while [Walks aſide. 

— Tho? my heart bleed, 

I wou'd not have him ſee theſe dropping tears 


And wilt thou go N Phocyas? 


Pho, To my grave; 
Where can I bury elſe this foul diſgrace? 
Alas ! that queſtion ſhews how poor I am, 
How very much a wretch ; for if I go, 
It is from thee, thou only joy of life : 
And death will then be welcome, 

Eud. Art thou ſure 


Thou haſt been us'd thus? Art thou quite undone? 


Pho. Ves, very ſure - What doſt thou mean? 


Eud. That then, it is a time for me O Heav'n ! that I 


Alone am grateful to this wondrous man !— 
To own thee, Phocyas, thus [Giving her hand.) nay, 
glory in thee, | 
And ſhew, without a bluſh, how much I love. 
We muſt not part- | 
Pho. Then am I rich again! [Embracing her, 
O no—we will not part! confirm it, Heav'n ! 
Now thou ſhalt ſee how I will bend my ſpirit, 
With what ſoft patience I will bear my wrongs, 
Till I have weary'd out thy father's ſcorn. 
Yet I have worſe to tell thee—Eutyches—— 
 Eud, Why wilt thou name him? 
Pho. Now, e'en now he's coming! 
Juſt hov'ring o'er thee like a bird of prey. 
Thy father vows—for I muſt tell thee all 
*T'was this that wrung my heart, and rack'd my brain, 
E'en to diſtration !—vows thee to his bed; 
Nay, threaten'd force, if thou refuſe obedience. - 
Eud, Force !—threaten'd force !\-my father !—where 
is nature? 


Is that too baniſh'd from his beart 0 then 
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I have no father How have I deſerv'd this? [Weepings | 


No home, but am henceforth an outcaſt orphan ;_ 
For I will wander to earth's utmoſt bounds, 

Ere give my hand to that deteſted contract. 

O ſave me, Phocyas ! thou haſt ſav'd my father— , 
Muſt I yet call him fo, this cruel father 


how wilt thou now deliver poor Eudocia ? 


Pho, See! how we're join'd in exile, how our fate 
Conſpires to warn us both to leave this city! 
Thou know'ſt the Emperor is now at Antioch; 
J have an uncle there, who, when the Perſian, 
As now the Saracen, had nigh o'er-run 
The ravag'd empire, did him ſignal ſervice, 
And nobly was rewarded : there, Eudocia, 


| Thou might'ſt be ſafe, and I may meet with juſtice. 


Eud. There—any where, ſo we may fly this place. 
See, Phocyas, what thy wrongs and mine have wrought 
In a weak woman's frame ! for I have courage 
To ſhare thy exile now thro? ev'ry danger. 

Danger 1s only here, and dwells with guilt, 
With baſe ingratitude and hard oppreſſion. 

Pho, Then let us loſe no time, but hence this night. 
The gates I can command, and will provide 
The means of our eſcape. Some five hours hence 
(Twill then be turn'd of midnight) we may meet 
In the piazza of Honoria's convent, 

Eud. I know it weil; the place is moſt ſecure, 

And near adjoining to this garden- wall, 
There thou ſhalt find me -O protect us Heav'n! 

Pho. Fear not; — thy innocence will be our guard, 
Pre thought already how to ſhape our courſe. 

Some pitying angel will attend thy ſteps, 

Guide thee unſeen, and charm the ſleeping foe, 

Till thou art ſafe -O I have ſuffered nothing; 

Thus gaining thee, and this great generous proof, 

How bleſt I am in my Eudocia's love ! 

My only joy, farewell! | 

Eud. Farewell, my Phocyas! 

I've now no friend but thee—yet thee I'll eall 
Friend father, lover, guardian Thou art all. [Exeunt, 
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er, ˙ t.. 
| Caled's Tent. 
CALED attended. SERG 1s . in bound with cords, 


CALED. 
ERC? What's that? — Look yender on 1 the field 
Of. our late fight !—Go, talk of mercy there. 
Will the dead hear thy voice ? 


Serg. O ſpare me yet! 
Cal, Thou wretch ! Spare thes! to what? to live in 


torture ? 


Are not thy limbs all bruiſed, thy bones disjointec, 


To force thee to confeſs ? And wouldſt thou drag, 
Like a cruſh'd ſerpent, a vile mangled being ? 
My eyes abhor a coward—Hence, and die !. 

Serg. O, I have told thee all When firſt purſu'd, 
J fix d my letters on an arrow's point, 
And ſhot them o'er the walls 

Cal. Haſt thou told all? * 
Well, then thou. ſhalt have mercy to. requite thee ; ; 
Behold, Il ſend thee forward on thy errand. 
Strike off his head; then caſt it o'er the gates; 
There let thy tongue tell o'er-its tale again. 

Serg. O bloody Saracen !— 

| [Exit Sergius * away by guard, 


Enter ABUDAHN.. 


Cal. Abudah, welcome! 
Abu O- Caled! what an evening was the laſt! 


Cal. Name it no more; remembrance ſickens with it, 


And therefore ſleep is baniſld from this night; 


Nor ſhall to-morrow's ſun open his eye 


Upon our ſhame, ere doubly we've. redeem'd it. 
Have all the captains notice ? 

Abu. IT have walk'd 
Fhe rounds to-night, ere the laſt hour of prayer, 
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From tent to tent, and warn'ꝰd them to be ready. 
What muſt be done? 0 
Cal. Thou know'ft th* important news, | 
Which we have intercepted by this ſlave, 
Of a new army's march. The time now calls, 
While theſe ſoft Syrians are diſſolv'd in riot, e 
Fool'd with ſucceſs, and not ſuſpecting danger, 
Negle&ful of their watch, or elſe faſt bound 
In chains of ſleep, companion of debauches, 
To form a new attack ere break of day. 
80, like the wounded leopard, ſhall we ruſh 
From out our covert on theſe drowſy hunters, 
And ſeize them, unprepar'd to *ſcape our vengeance, 
Abu. Great captain of the armies of the faithful! 
I know thy mighty and unconquer'd ſpirit. 
Yet hear me, Caled; hear and weigh my deubts, 
Our angry Prophet frowns upon our vices, 
And viſits us in blood. Why elſe did terrors 
Unknown before, ſeize all our ſtouteſt bands ? 
The angel of deſtruction was abroad; 
The archers of the tribe of Thaol fled, : 
So long renown'd, or ſpent their fhafts in vain ; ; 
The feather'd flights err'd ihroꝰ the boundleſs air, 
Or the death turn'd on him that drew the bow ! 
What can this bode ?—Let me ſpeak plainer vet; 
Is it to propagate th? unſpotted law ' 
We fight? 'tis well; it is a noble cauſe ! 
But much I fear infection is among us; 
d. A boundleſs luſt of rapine guides our troops. 
We learn the Chriſtian vices we chaſtiſe, 
And, tempted with the pleaſures of the ſoil, 
More than with diſtant hopes of paradiſe, 
I fear, may ſoon—but, oh! avert it Heav'n ! 
1 it, Fall e'en a prey to our own {poils and conqueſts, 
Cal. No—thou miſtak'ſt; thy pious zeal deceives thee; 
Our Prophet only chides our ſluggard valour, 
Thou ſaw'ſt how in the vale of Honan once 
The troops, as now defeated, fled confus'd 
Fen te the gates of Mecca's holy city ; 
Till Mahomet himſelf there ſtopp'd their entrance, 
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30 The SIEGE of DAMASCUS. Act in. 
A javelin in his hand, and turn'd them back - 
Upon the foe; they fought again, and conquer'd, 
Behold how we may beſt appeaſe his wrath ! 

His own example points us out the way. 


Abu. Well—be it then reſolv'd. Th” indulgent her 


Of better fortune is, I hope, at hand. 

And yet, ſince Phocyas has appear'd its champion, 

How has this city rais'd its drooping head! 

As if ſome charm prevaiPd where- e'er he fought; 

Our ſtrength ſeems wither'd, and our feeble weapons 

Forgot their wonted triumph—were he abſent— 
Cal. I would have {ought him out in the laſt action 

To ſingle figlit, and put that charm to proof, 

Had not a foul and ſudden miſt aroſe 

Ere I arriv'd, to have reſtor'd the combat. 

But let it be—'tis paſt, We yet may meet, 

And *twill be known whole arm is then the ſtronger, 


Enter DARAN. 


Dar. Health to the race of Iſmael! and days 
More proſp'rous than the laſt !—A Chriſtian captive 
Is fall'n within my watch, and waits his doom. 

Cal. Bring forth the ſlave O thou keen vulture, Death! 
Do we then feed thee only thus by morſels? 
Whole armies never can ſuffice thy hunger. 


DARAN goes out, and re-enters with PHOCYAS. 


Cal. Whence, and what art thou ?=Of Damaſcus? 
—PDaran, 
Where didſt thou find this dumb and ſullen thing, 
That ſeems to Jour defiance on our anger ? 
Dar. Marching in circuit, with the horſe thou gav'ſt me, 

T' obſerve the city gates, I ſaw from far 
Two perſons iſſue forth; the one advanc'd, 
And, ere he could retreat, my horiemen ſeiz'd him, 
The other was a woman, and had fled, 
Upon a ſignal given at our approach, 
And got within the gate. Wou'dſt thou know more, 
Himſelf, if he will ſpeak, can beſt inform thee, 

Cal. Have I not ſeen thy face? 


Howe? 
Pho. 
Thou] 
What 
How 1 
Be mo! 
No—in 
Iread x 
I'm rea 
The wo 
My cou 
Unfold 
Thou h: 
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Alu. to Caled.] He hears thee not; - ; 
His eyes are fix d on earth; ſome hoy diſtreſs | 
Is at his heart. This is no common captive. . + 
Cal. A lion in the tofls! We ſoon ſhall rame him, 


Still art thou dumb {—Nay, 'tis in vain to caſt 


Thy gloomy looks fo oft around this place, 
Or frown upon thy bonds—thou canſt not ſcape, 
Pho. Then be it ſo- the worſt is paſt already, 
And life is now not worth a moment's pauſe. 
Do you not know me yet ?—think of the man 
Vou have molt cauſe to curſe, and I am he. 
Cal. Ha ! Phocyas ? 
Abu. Phocyas ! Mahomet, we thank thee ! 


Now thou doſt ſmile again. 


Dar. aſide.] O devil, devil! 
And I not know him? —twas bat yeſterday 
He kill'd my horſe, and drove me from the field. 
Now I'm reveng'd! No! hold you there, not yet, 
Not while he lives. | 

Cal. aſide.) This is indeed a prize !— 
Is it becauſe thou knoweſt what ſlaughter'd heaps 
There yet unbury'd ly without.the camp, 
Whoſe ghoſts have all this night, paſſing the Zorar, 
Call'd from that bridge of death on thee to follow, 
That now thou'rt here to anſwer to their cry? 
Howe'er it be, thou know'ſt thy welcome —— 

Pho. Yes, 
Thou proud, blood>thirſty Arab l- Well I know 
What to expect from thee ; I know you all. 
How ſhould the authors of diſtreſs and ruin 
Be mov'd to-pity? that's a human paſſion ; 
No—in your hungry eyes, that look revenge, 
Iread my doom. Where are your racks, your tortures ? 
I'm ready, —lead me to them ; I can bear | 
The worſt of ills from you : you're not my friends, 
My countrymen—yet were ye men, I could 
Unfold a ſtory—but no more—Eumenes, 
Thou haſt thy wiſh, and I am now—a worm! | 

Abu. to Caled aſide. ] Leader of armies, hear him; fog 
my mind 
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Preſages good accruing to our cauſe 
By this event. 
Cal. I tell thee then, thou wrong'ſt us, | 
To think our hearts thus ſtee]'d, or our ears deaf 
To all that thou may?ſt utter. Speak, diſcloſe 
The ſecret woe that throbs within thy breaſt. 
Now by the ſilent hours of night! ! well hear thee, 
And mute attention ſhall await thy words. 
Pho. This is not then the palace of Damaſcus! 
Tf ye will hear, then 1 indeed have wrong'd you. 
How can this be. ?—When he for whom I've fought, 
Fought againſt you, has yet refus'd to hear me! 
You ſeem ſurpris'd, It was ingratitude 
That drove me out an exile from thoſe walls, 
Which I fo late defended. 
Abu. Can it be? | 
Are theſe thy Chriſtian friends ? 
Cal. Tis well—we thank 'em. 
They help us to ſubdue themſelves. ——But ta 
Was that companion of thy flight? — A woman! 
So Daran ſaid 
Pho. Tis there I am moſt wretched —— 
O I am torn from all my ſoul held dear, 
And my life's blood flows out upon the wound! 
That woman—'twas for her—how ſhall I ſpeak it ?= 
Eudocia, O farewell I'll tell you then, 
As faſt as theſe heart-rending ſighs will let me: 
J lov'd the daughter of the proud Eumenes, 
And long in ſecret woo'd her; not unwelcome 
To her my viſits ; but I fear'd her father, 
Who oft had-preſs'd her to deteſted nuptials, 
And therefore durſt not, till this night of joy, 
Avow to him my .courtſhip. Now I thought her 
Mine by a double claim, of mutual vows, 
And ſervice yielded at his greateſt need. 
When as I mov'd my ſuit, with ſour diſdain 
He mock'd my ſervice, and forbad my love ; 
Degraded me from the command I bore, 
And. with defiance, bade me ſeek the fos.. 
How has his curſe prevaild !-—The generous maid 
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If not- 
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Was won by my diſtreſs to leave the city; 
and cruel fortune made me thus your prey. 
Abu. a ſido.] My ſoul is mov'd. * wert a 
man, O Prophet ! 
Forgive, if tis a crime, a human ſorrow 
For injur'd worth, tho? in an enemy! 
Pho. Now—ſince you've heard my ſtory, ſet me hes 
That I may fave her yet, dearer than life, 
From a tyrannic father's threaten'd force; 
Gold, gems and purple veſts, ſhall pay my ranſom ; 


Nor {hall my peaceful ſword henceforth be drawn 


In fight, nor break its truce with you for ever. 
Cal. No;—there's one way, a better, and but one, 
To ſave thyſelf, and make ſome reparation . | 

For all the numbers thy bold hand has lain. 
Pho. O name it quickly, and my ſoul will bleſs thee? 
Cal, Embrace our faith, and ſhare with us our fortunes, 
Pho. Then I am loſt again! 
Cal. What! when we offer 
Not freedom only, but to raiſe thee high 
To greatneſs, conqueſt, glory, heav'nly bliſs ! 
Pho, To ſink me down te infamy, perdition,. 
Here and hereafter! make my name a curſe 
To preſent times, to ev 'ry future age 
A proverb and a ſcorn !=—take back thy merey, 
And know I now diſdain. it. 
Cal. As thou wilt. 
The time's too precious to be waſted longer 
In words with thee, Thou know'ſt thy doom Farewell. 
Abu. to Caled, aſide.] Hear me yet, Caled! grant 
him ſome ſhort ſpace ; 
Perhaps at length he will accept thy bouncy: 
Try him at leaſt 
Cal. Well be it ſo then. Daran, 
Guard well thy charge. — Thou haſt an hour to live; 
if thou art wiſe, thou may'ſt prolong that term; 
If not—why—fare thee well, and think of death. 
| [Exeunt Caled and Abudahg 
Phocyas. [Daran waiting at a diſtance, 
Farewell, and think of death! was it not ſo? 
* : | f 
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Do murderers then preach morality ?—— 
But how to think of what the living know not, 
And the dead cannot, or elſe may not tell ? 
What art thou, O thou great myſterious terror ! 
The way to thee we know; diſeaſes, famine, 
Sword, fire, and all thy ever-open gates | 
That day and night ſtand ready to receive us. 
Bur what's beyond them ?—Who will draw that veil? 
Yet death's not there—No; ?tis a point of time, 
The verge *twixt mortal and immortal being. 
It mocks our thought! on this fide all is life ; 
And when we've reach'd it, in. that very inſtant 
"Tis paſt the thinking of O if it be 
The pangs, the throes, the agonizing ſtruggles: 
When ſoul and body part, ſure I haye felt it, 
And there's no-more to fear. 
Dar. aſide.) Suppoſe I now 
Diſpatch him ?—Right—What need to ſtay for orders? 
I wiſh I durſt. —Yet what I dare PII do. 
Your jewels, Chriſtiag—Yowl not need theſe trifles. 
| Searching hin, 

Pho. I pray thee, ſlave, ſtand off—My ſoul's too o buly 

To loſe a thought on thee. 


Enter ABU DAR. 


Abu, What's this !-—PForbear » 

Who gave thee leave to uſe this inſolence? 
[Takes the jewels from him, and lays em on a table, 

Dar. aſide.) Deny'd my booty !—Curſes on his head: 
Was not the founder of our law a robber ? e 
Why, 'twas for that I left my eountry's gods, 
Menaph and Uzza. Better ſtill be Pagan, 
Than ſtarve with a new faith. 

Abu. What !—Doſt thou mutter? 


Daran, withdraw z and better learn thy duty. 
[Exit Daran, And the 


Phocyas, perhaps thou know'ſt me not. Arabia? 

Pho. I know : | Ariſe, ſ. 
Thy name, Abudah, and thy office here 45 Follow | 
The ſecond in command, What more thou art Pho, 


Indeed I cannot tell. 


Daran, 
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Abu. True ; for thou yet | 
Know'R not I am thy friend. 
Pho. Is't poſſible !—— 
Thou ſpeak'ſt me fair. 
Au. What doſt thou think of life? 
Pho. I think not of it; death was in my thoughts. 
On hard conditions life were but a load, 
And I would lay it down. 
Abu. Art thou reſolv'd? 
Pho. J am, unleſs thou bringꝰſt me better terms 
Than thoſe I have rejected. 
Abu. Think again. 
Caled, by me, once more renews that offer, 
Pho. Thou ſay'it thou art my friend; why doſt thou try 


| To ſhake the ſettled temper of my breaſt ? 


My ſoul hath juſt diſcharg'd her cumbrous train 
Of hopes and fears, prepar'd ts take her voyage 
To other ſeats where ſhe may reſt in peace; 
And now thou call'ſt me back, to beat again 
The painful roads of life. Tempt me no more 
To be a wretch, for I deſpiſe the offer. | 
Abu. The General knews thee brave, and 'tis for that 
He ſeeks alliance with thy noble virtues. 
Pho, He knows me brave Why does he then thus 
treat me? 
No; he believes I am fo poor of foul, 
That barely for the privilege to live, 
] would be bought his ſlave. But go and tell bim 
The little ſpace of life his ſcorn bequeath'd me 
Was lent jn vain, and he may take the forfeit. 
Abu. Why wilt thou wed thyſelf to miſery, 
When our faith courts thee to eternal bleſſings ? 
When truth itſelf is, like a ſeraph, come 
To looſe thy bonds ?—The light divine, whoſe beams 
Pierc'd thro? the gloom of Hera's ſacred cave, 
And there illumin'd the great Mahomer, 
Arabia's morning ſtar, now ſhines on thee. 
Ariſe, ſalute with joy the gueſt from heav'n, 
Follow her ſteps, and be no more a captive.” 
Pho, But whither muſt I follow ?—anſyer that, 
D 3 | 
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Ts ſhe a gueſt from Heav'n ? What marks divine, 

What ſigns, what wonders vouch her boaſted miſlion ? 
Abu. What wonders Turn thy eyes to Mecca! 

mark, 

How from Caaba firſt, that hallow d temple, 

Her glory dawn'd n look how ſwift its courſe, 

As when the ſun-beams, ſhooting thro? a cloud, 

Drive o'er the meadow's face the flying ſhades ! 

Have not the nations bent before our ſwords, 

Like ripen'd corn before the reaper's ſteel ? 

Why is all this? why does ſuccefs ſtill wait 

Upon our law, if not to ſhew that Heav'n 

Firſt ſent it forth, and owns it (till by conqueſt ? 


Pho. Doſt thou aſk why is this? — O why indeed? Loe 
Where is the man can read Heav'n's ſecret counſels? WF Bc! 
Why did I conquer in another cauſe, | Yet 
Yet now am here? F 
Abu. I'II tell thee thy good angel My 


Has ſeiz'd thy hand unſeen, and ſnatch'd thee out 
From ſwift deſtruction: know, ere day ſhall dawn, 
Damaſcus will in blood lament its fall; 
We've heard what army is e to march 
Too late to ſave her. Now, e'en now, our force 
Is juſt preparing for a freſh aſſault, 
Now too thou might'ſt revenge thy wrongs—ſo Caled 
Charg'd me to ſay; and more, that he invites thee, 
Thou know'ſt the terms—to ſhare with him the conqueſt, 
Pho. Conqueſt! revenge Hold, let me tþhink— 
| O horror! 
Revenge !—O what revenge? bleed on, my wounds; 
For thus to be reveng'd, were it not worſe 
Than all that I can ſuffer ?!——But Eudocia 
Where will ſhe then—Shield her, ye pitying Powers, 
And let me die in peace ! 
Abu. Hear me once more, 


ITis all I have to offer; mark me now? 
Caled bas ſworn Eudocia ſhall be ſafe. Da 
Pho. Ha! ſafe but how? a wretched captive too! 2 
a 


Abu. Be: {wears ſhe ſhall be free, ſhe ſhall be thine, 
Pho,, Then I am loſt indeed——Q cruel bounty! Cal 


How can I be at once both curs'd and happy ? 


82— 
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Abu. The time draws near, and I muſt quickly leave 
thee; 

But firſt reflect, that in this fatal night 

Slaughter and rapine may be loos'd abroad, 

And while they roam with undiſtinguiſh'd rage, 

Should ſhe thou lov'ſt- well may'ſt thou ftart—be made 

Perhaps unknown, ſome barbarous ſoldier's prey, 

Should ſhe then fall a ſacrifice to luſt, 

Or brutal fury 
Pho. O—this pulls my heart-ſtrings ! 


Tala. 


| Earth open ſave me, ſave me from that thought, 


There's ruin in it, *twill, it will undo-me. 
Abu. Nay, do not plunge thyſelf in black deſpair; 


| Look up, poor wretch, thou art not ſhipwreck'd yet, 
{ Behold an anchor; am not I thy friend? 


Yet hear me, and be bleſs'd 

Pho. riſing. ] Hah! who, what art thou? [ Raving, 

My friend? that's well; but hold-—are all friends 
honeſt ? 


What's to be done —huſh, hark! what voice is that! 2 


Abu. There is no voice; tis yet the dead of night; 

The guards, without, keep ſilent watch around us. 
Pho. Again—it calls— tis ſhe—O lead me to her 
Abu. Thy paſſion mocks thee with imagin'd ſounds. 
Pho. Sure *twas Eudocia's-voice cry'd „ 

What ſhall I do? O Heav'n ! 
Abu. Heav'n ſhews thee what. 

Nay, now it is too late; ſee Caled comes 

With anger on his brow ; ; quickly withdraw 

To the next tent, and there—— 
Pho. raving.] What do I ſee ? 

Damaſcus ! conqueſt ! ruin ! rapes and murder! 


Villains !—Is there no way —0O fave her, ſave her! 


[Exit with 2 ä 


Enter CALED and DARAN. 
Dar. Behold, on thy approach, they ſhift their ground, 
Cal. Tis as thou ſay'ſt, he triffes with my mercy, 
Dar. Speak, ſhall I fetch his head? 
Cal, No, ſtay thou here, 


. 


* 
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I cannot ſpare thee yet. Raphan, go thou. [To an office, 


But hold—P ve thought again——he ſhall not die. 
Go, tell him he ſhall live till he has ſeen 
Damaſcus ſink in flames, till he behold 
That ſlave, the woman-idol he adores, 
Or given a prize to ſome brave Muſſulman, 
Or ſlain before his face ; then if he ſue 
For death as for a boon——perhaps we'll grant it, 
F Exit 1 
Dar. The captains wait thy orders. 
Cal, Are the troops 
Ready to march ? 
Dar. They are. 
[The Captains paſs by as they ard namtd, 
Cal. Where's Abu-Taleb ? 
Alcoraſh ? O, your valiant tribes, I thank 'em, 


Fled from their ſtandard ! Will they now redeem it? 


Omar and Serjabil ?Y———"tis well, I ſee 'em. 

You know your duty. You, Abdorraman, 

Muſt charge with Raphan. Mourn, thou haughty city! 
The bow is bent, nor canſt thou 'ſeape thy doom. 
Who turns his back henceforth, our Prophet curſe him! 

Dar. But who commands *. truſty bands of Mecca? 
Thou know'ſt their leader fell in the laſt fight. 

Cal. *Tis true; thou, Daran, well deſerv'ſt that charge; 
I've mark'd what a keen hatred, hke my own, 
Dwells in thy breaſt againſt theſe Chriſtian * 

Dar. Thou doſt me right. 

Cal. And therefore F'll reward it. 
Be that command now thine. And here—this ſabre, 


Bleſs'd in the field by Mahomet himſelf 


At Chaibar's preſp'rous fight, thall aid thy arm. 
Dar. Thanks, my good chief; with this III better 
thank thee. [Taking the ſcimitar. 
Cal. Myſelf will lead the troops of the black ſtandard, 
And at the eaſtern gate begin the ſtorm. 
Dar. But why do we not move? 'twill ſoon be day: 
Methinks I'm cold, and wou'd grow warm with action. 


Cal. Then haſte and tell Abudah—O thou'rt welcome. 


ficer, 


ham 
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Tuter ABU DAR. 


Thy charge a waits thee. Where's the ſtubborn captive? 
Abu. Indeed he's brave. I left him for a moment 
In the next tent. He's ſcarcely yet himſelf. 
Cal. But is he ours? 
Abu. The threats of death are nothing. 
Tho! thy laſt meſſage ſhook his ſoul, as winds 
On the bleak hills bend down ſome lofty pine ; 
Yet ſtill he held his root, till I found means, 
Abating ſomewhat of thy firſt demand, 
If not to make him wholly ours, at leaſt 
To gain ſufficient to our end. 
Cal, Say how ? 
Abs. Oft he inclin'd, oft ſtarted back; at laſh 
When juſt conſenting, for a while he rr 
Stood fix'd in thought, and lift his eyes to Heavwvn; 
Then, as with freſh recover'd force, cry'd out, 
Renounce my faith l Never I anſwer'd, Na, 
That now he ſhould not do it. 
Cal. How 
Abu. Let hear. 
For ſince I ſaw him now ſo loſt in paſſion, 
That muſt be left to his more temperate thoughts. 


Mean time I urg'd, conjur'd, at laſt conſtrain'd him, 


By all he held moſt dear, nay, by the voice 
Of Providence, that call'd him now to ſave, 
With her he lov'd, perhaps the lives of thouſands, 
No longer to reſiſt his better fate, 
But join his arms in preſent a&jon with us, 
And ſwear he would be faithful. 

Cal. What! no more? 
Then he's a Chriſtian ſtill, 

Abu. Have patience yet : 
For if by him we can ſurpriſe the city 

Cal. Say'ſt thou! 

Abu. Hear what's agreed; but on the terms, 
That ev'ry unreſiſting life be ſpar'd. 
I ſhall command ſome choſen faithful bands, 
Phocyas will guide us to the gate, from whenee 
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FLY 
He late eſcap'd, nor do we doubt but there _ 
With eaſe to gain, admittance. terr 

Cal. This is ſomething. | Falls 
And yet I do not like this half- ally hat 
Is he not ſtill a Chriſtian? but no matter ge m. 
Mean time I will attack the eaſtern gate; | he 1 
Who firſt ſucceeds gives entrance to the reſt, ad ) 
Hear, all Prepare ye now for boldeſt deeds, Nuart 
And know, the Prophet will reward your valour; ind | 
Think that ye all to certain triumph move; To or 
Who falls in fight yet meets the prize above. 

There, in the gardens of eternal ſpring, 

While birds of paradiſe around you ſing, Art. 
Each, with his blooming beauty by his ſide, Eun 
Shall drink rich wines that in full rivers glide, eld 
Breathe fragrant gales o'er fields of ſpice that blow, hou + 
And gather fruits immortal as they grow: | Art. 
| Ecftatic bliſs ſhall your whole pow'rs employ, The n. 
And ev'ry ſenſe be loſt in ev'ry joy. [ Exeunk = 
ACT W. SENI I. RYE 
A great Square in the city, before the Governor's 
palace, ore b 
Enter ABU pARH, Saracen Captains. and Soldiers; uin = 
EUMENES, HERBIS, and others of the can 3 
un ar med. hy fl. 
EuuENEs. * 
T muſt be ſo— farewell, devoted walls cal. 
To be ſurpris'd thus !——Hell and all ye fiends, Aba. 
How did ye watch this minute for deſtruction ! Cal. 
Herb. We've been betray'd by riot and debauch; 1 
Curſe on the traitor guard. ! he ths 
Zum. The guard above, e've | 
Did that ſleep too ? Cal. 1 
Abu. Chriſtians, complain no more. urſe 01 


What you have aſk'd is granted. Are ye men, 


all on, 
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nd dare you queſtion thus, with bold impatience, 
Eternal Juſtice !—Know, the doom from Heav'n 
Falls on your towers, reſiſtleſs as the bolt 

hat fires the cedars on your mountain tops. 

e meek, and learn with humble awe to bear 

he mitigated ruin. Worſe had follow'd, 

Had ye oppos'd our numbers. Now you're ſafe, 
Quarter and liberty are giv'n to all; 

\nd little do ye think how much ye owe 

To one brave enemy, whom yet ye know not. 


Enter ARTAMON haſtily. 


Art. All's loſt ! Ha !——who are theſe? 
Zum. AlPs loſt indeed. ' 8 
ield up thy ſword, if thou wowdſt ſhare our ſafety, | ' 
hou conſt too late to being us news. 1 
| Art. O——no. 
he news I bring is from the an + an 
Faled has forc'd the gate, and—but be's here. 
A cry without. ] Fly, fly; they follow—quarter, mercy, 
quarter! 
[ Several perſons as pur ſud run over the ſtage. 
Caled without.) No quarter! kill, I ſay; are they 
not Chriſtians ? 
ore blood! our Prophet aſks it. 


He enters with DARAN, Oc. 


What, Abudah ? 
ell met !—but wherefore are theſe looks of peace? 
hy ſleeps thy ſword ? 
Abu. Caled, our taſk is over. 
ehold the chiefs; they have reſign'd the palace. 
; Cal. And ſworn t obey our law ? 8 
ds, Abu. No. 

| Cal. Then fall on. 
ch; Abu. Hold yet, and hear me - Heav'n he mo has ſpar'd 
he ſword its cruel taſk. On eaſy terms 
e've gain'd a bloodleſs conquelt. 


1 


» With 
i/tian 


Cal. I renounce it. 
urſe on thoſe terms ; the city's mine by ſtorm, 
all on, I —— — 
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Nay more, thou know'ſt, companion of the © Prophe, 


Thou haſt equipp'd an army. 


The greater part by far will chufe to "IN 


Abu, Nay then, I ſwear you ſhall not. 

Cal. Ha !—— Who am I ? - 

-Abu. The general, and I know 
What reverence is your due. 

| [Caled ſigns to his men to fall 0, 

Hay, he who ſtirs, 
Firſt makes his way thro! me. My honour's pledg'4; 
Rob me of that who dares. [They ſtop. ] I know thee, 
| Caled, 
Chief in command; bold, valiant, wiſe and faithful, | 
But yet remember I'm a Muſſulman, 


w,jij3iywnw - . 


And what we vow is ſacred, 
Cal. Thou'rt a Chriſtian, 
I ſwear thou art, and haſt betray'd the faith, 


Curſe on thy new allies ! - 
Abu. No more—this ſtrife — 


But ill beſeems the ſervants of the Caliph, 
And caſts reproach—Chriſtians, withdraw a while; Th 


I pledge * life to anſwer the conditions 3 
[Exeunt Eumenes, Herbis, Cs. al 
Why, Caled, do we thus expoſe ourſelves ay 


A ſcorn to nations that deſpiſe our law? 
Thou calPſt me Chriſtian —— What? is it becauſe 
J prize my plighted faith, that I'm a Chriſtian? ? Oper 
Come, ?tis not well, and 1. | | 
Cal. What terms are yielded? 
Abu. Leave to depart, to all that will; an oath 
Firſt givin ne more to aid the war againſt us; 
An unmoleſted march. Each citizen 
To take his goods, not more than a mule's burden; 
The chiefs ſix mules, and ten the governor : 
Beſides ſome few light arms for their defence 
Againſt the mountain robbers, 
Cal. Now, by Mahomet, 


Abu. Canſt thou doubt 


Receive our law, or pay th? accuſtom'd tribute! 
What fear we then from a few wretched bands 
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of ſcatter'd fugitives ?—beſides, thou know'ſt 

What towns of ſtrength remain yet unſubdu'd. 

Let us appear this once like generous victors, 

so future cenquelts ſhall repay this bounty, 

And willing provinces een court ſubjection. 

Cal. Well—be it on thy head, if worſe befall ! 

This once 1 yield—but ſee it then proclaim'd 

Thro' all Damaſcus, that who will depart 

Mult leave the place this inſtant—pals, move on. [ Exeunt, 


SCENE u. 
. The outſh de of a Nunnry. 


Fud. Darkneſs is fled; and yet the morning ght 8 
Gives me more fears than did night's deadly gloom. 
Within, without, all, all are foes O Phocyas, 
Thou art perhaps at reſt; wou'd I were too! 3 

[After a pauſes 
This place has holy charms; rapine and murder | 
Dare not approach it, but are aw'd to diſtance, 
5 Cre heard that eben theſe infidels have ſpar'd 
Walls ſacred to devotion ——World, farewell! 
Here will I hide me, till the friendly grave 
Open f its arms and ſhelter me for ever. [Exits 


Enter PhHOCY AS» 


Pio. Did I not hear the murmurs of a voice, 
h This way? a woman's too? and ſeem'd complaining? 
Hark —No—0 torture ! whither ſhall I turn me? 
Tre ſearch'd the palace rooms in vain; and now, 
en; I know not why, ſome inſtinct brought me hither.— 
'Twas here laſt night we met. Dear, dear Eudocia ! 
Might I once more ¶ Going out he meets her entering. 
Eud, Who calls the loſt Eudocia ? | | 
Sure 'tis a friendly voice. f 
Pho. 'Tis ſhe———O rapture ! 
Eud, Iꝰ t poſſible my Phocyas ? 
Plio. My Eudocia! 
| Do I yet call thee mine? 
8 Eud, Do I yet fee thee ? 
VoL, IV, A 


„ The SIEGE of DAMASCUS. Air 
Yet hear thee ſpeak ?——O how haſt thou eſcap'd 
From barbarous ſwords and men that know not mercy? 
Pho. Pve'bern a thouſand deaths fince our laſt parting, 
But wherefore do Ftalk of death? for now, | 
Methinks, I'm rais'd almoſt to life immortal, 
And feel I'm bleſt beyond the pow'r of change. 
Eud. O yet beware leſt ſome. event .unknown 
Again ſhow'd part us. 
« Pho. [| Afide.] Heav'n avert the omen at 
None can, my fair, none ſhall, 
Eud. Alas, thy tranſport 
Makes thee forget; is not the city . 2 


Pho. It is. p 

£ad. And are we not beſet with foes ? 

Pho, There are no foes—or none to thee—no danger. 7 

Eud. No foes? | K 

Pho. I know not how to tell thee yet T 
But think, Eudocia, that my matchleſs love, LY 
And wondrous cauſes Feria, conſpiring, T 
For thee have triumph'd o'er the fercelt foes, 7. 


And turn'd 'em into friends. 

ud. Amazement ! friends 
O all ye guardian powers Say on—O lead me, 
Lead me through this dark maze of providence ' 
Which thou haſt trode, that I may trace thy ſteps 

With filent awe, and worſhip as I paſs. 

_ Pho, Enquire no more - thou ſhalt know all hereafter- 
Let me conduct thee thence 

ud. O whither next? 
To what far diſtant home? — But *tis enough, 
That favour'd thus of Heav'n thou art my guide. 
And as we journey on the painful way, 
Say, wilt thou then beguile the paſſing hours, 
And open all the wonders of thy ſtory ? 

Pho. Indulge no more thy melancholy thoughts 
Damaſcus is thy home, 

Zud. And yet thou ſay'ſt 
It is no longer ours Where is my father? 

Pho, To ſhew thee too how fate ſeems every way 


1 ⁰ thy ſafety, e' en thy father * 


IV. 


ing. 


Ngers 


freres 


ay 
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Wert thou within his power, wou'd ſtand defeated: 
of his tyrannic vow. Thou knowꝰſt · laſt night 
What hope of aids flatter'd this fooliſh city; 

At break of day th? Arabian ſcouts-had ſeiz'd- 

A ſecond courier, and from him 'tis learn'd. 
That on their march the army mutiny'd, 

And Eutyehes was ſlain. | 

Eud. And yet, that now- 

Is of the leaſt importance to my. peace. 

But anſwer me; ſay, where is now my father? 

Pho. Or gone, or juſt preparing to depart. 

Ead. What ! is our doom revered ? and is he thens 
The wretched fugitive ? 

Pho. Thou. heav'nly maid !: 

To free thee then from ev'ry anxious thought, 

Know, I've onee more, wrong'd as I am, e'en ſay'di 
Thy father's threaten'd life, nay ſav'd Damaſcus 

From blood and ſlaughter, and · from total ruin. 

Terms are obtain'd, and general freedom granted 
To all that will, to leave in peace the city. 

Eud. Is't poſſible now truſt me I cou'd chide the; 
Tis much unkind to hold me thus i in doubt: 
Lpr'ythee clear theſe wonders. 

Pho, 'T will ſurpriſe thee, 

When thou ſhalt know———- 

Eud. What? 

Pho. To what deadly gulphs 


| Of horror and deſpair, what cruel ſtraits: 


Of agonizing thought I have been driv'n 
This night, ere my perplex'd bewilder'd ſoul 
Cou'd find its way—thou ſaĩdſt that thou wou'dft chide 3. 
I fear thou wilt; indeed I have done that 
I cou'd have wiſh'd t'ꝰ avoid—but for a cauſe 
So lovely, ſo beloy\d——— 

ud. What doſt thou mean! 
Il not indulge a thought that thou cou'dſt do 
One act unworthy of thyſelf, thy honour, 
And that firm Zeal againſt theſe foes of Heav'n, 
Which won my heart at firſt to ſhare in all 
Thy dangers and thy fame, and wiſh thee mine 4 

SD 3- 
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Thou cou'dſt not ſave thy life by means inglorious, - 
Po. Alas! thou know'ſt me not—Pm-man, frail man, y 
To error born; and who that's man is perfect? 
To ſave my life? Oh no, well was it riſk'd 
For thee ! had it been loſt, *twere not too much, 
And thou but ſafe ;—0 chat wou'dſt thou have ſai; 
If I had riſk'd my foul to ſave Eudocia ? | 

Eud. Ha! ſpeak—O no, be dumb—it cannot be! 
And yet thy looks are chang'd, thy lips grow pale, 
Why doft thou ſhake ?—alas! I tremble too ! 

Thou cou'dſt not, haſt not ſworn to Mahomet ? 

Pho. No- ſheu'd firſt have dy'd—nay giv'n up thee, 

Zud. O Phocyas! was it well to try me thus 
And yet another deadly fear ſucceeds. 

How came theſe wretches hither? who reviv'd 

Their fainting arms to unexpected triumph? | 

For while thou foughr'ſt, and fought'ſt the Chriſtian cauſe, 

Theſe batter'd walls were rocks impregnable, 

Their tow'rs of adamant, But O 1 fear 

Some act of thine | 
Pho. No more I'll tell thee all; 

But pr'ythee do not frown on. me, Eudocia 

I found the wakeful foe in midnight council 

Reſolv'd ere day to make a freſh attack, 

Keen for revenge, and hungry after ſlaughter; 

Coud ĩny rack'd ſoul bear that, and think of thee ! 

Nay, think of thee expos'd a helplefs prey 

To ſome fierce ruffian's violating arms? 

O had the world been mine in that extreme 

I ſhould have giv'n whole provinces away, 

Nay all—and thought it little for thy ranſom ! 

Zud. For this then, oh - thou haſt betray' the city? 
Diſtruſtful in the righteous pow'rs above, 

That ſtill protect the chaſte and innocent. 
And, to avert a feign'd uncertain danger, 
Thou haſt brought certain ruin on thy country! 

Pho. No, thou forget'ſt the friendly terms—the fword, 
Which threaten'd to have filbd theſe ſtreets with blood, Nor pity 
Is ſheath'd in peace; thy father, thou, and all Zud: 
The citizens are ſafe, uncapti vd, free. 
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Iv. Eud. Safe? free? O no—life, freedom, ev'ry good, 
Turns to a curſe, if fought by wicked means. 
an, Yet ſure it cannot be! are theſe the terms 


On which we meet?—No--we can never meet 
On terms like theſe; the hand of death itſelf 
| Could not have torn us from each others arms 
d, . Like this dire act, this more than fatal blow! 
| In death, the ſoul and body only part 
To meet again, and be divorc'd no more ; 
But Now —— _ : . 
Pho. Ha! light'ning blaſt me ſtrike me, 
Ye vengeful bolts! if this is my reward! 
hee. Are theſe my hop'd-for joys? Is this the welcome 
_ The wretched Phecyas meets, from ber he lov'd 
More than life, fame —e'en to his ſoubs diſtraction? 
Eud. Hadſt thou not help'd the ſlaves of Mahomet 
To ſpread their impious conqueſts o'er thy country, 
auſe, What welcome was there in Eudocia's power 
She had with-held from Phocyas ? but alas! 
Tis thou haſt blaſted all our joys for ever, 
And cut down hope like a poor ſhort-liv'd flower, . 
Never to grow again! 
Pho. Cruel Eudocia ! 
If in my heart's deep ah I've been foro d 
while from what I was——doſt thou reject me? 
Think of the cauſe——— 
Eud. The cauſe ! there is no cauſe! 
ſot univerſal nature could afford | 
cauſe for this ; what were dominion; pomp,: i 
The wealth of natiens, nay, of all the world, Z = 
he world itſelf, or what a thouſand worlds, . 
weigh'd with faith unſpotted, heav'nly truth, ' 
noughts free from guilt, the empire of the mind, 
nd all the triumphs of a godlike breaſt 
irm and unmov'd in the great cauſe of virtue? 
Pho, How ſhall I anſwer thee ?—my ſoul is aw'd, 
nd trembling owns th' eternal force of reaſon ! 1 
ut, oh ! can nothing then atone, or plead. 8 | 
or pity from thee ? | 
£4d, Canſt thou yet undo | A MY 
E 3 | 


1 


city: 


(word, 
blood, 
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The deed that's done, recal the time that's paſt ? 
O call back yeſterday, call back laſt night, 

Tho' with its fears, its dangers, its diſtreſs; 

Bid the fair hours of innocence return, 

When, in the loweſt ebb of changeful fortune, 

Thou wert more glorious in Eudocia's eyes 

Than all the pride of monarchs !—but that deed— 
Pho. No more—thou waken'ſt in my tortur'd heart 

The cruel, conſcious worm that ſtings to madneſs, 

O I'm undone !—I know it, and can bear 

To be undone for thee, but not to loſe thee. , | 
Eud. Poor wretch ! I pity thee !—but art thou Phocya} 

The man I lov'd?—I cou'd have dy'd with thee 

Ere thou didſt this; then we had gone together, 

A glorious pair, and ſoar'd above the ſtars, 

Bright as the ſtars themſelves; and as we paſs'd 

The heav'nly roads and milky ways of light, 

Had heard the bleſs'd inhabitants with wonder 

Applaud our ſpotleſs love. But never, never 

Will I be made the curs'd reward of treaſon, 

To ſeal thy doom, to bind a helliſh league, 


And to inſure thy everlaſting woe. C 
Pho, What league ?—'tis ended—TI renounce it—M I kr 
thus [ Kneels, Wh 

T bend to Heav'n and thee. O thou divine, D 
Thou matchleſs image of all-perfe& Goodneſs ! A co 
Do thou but pity yet the wretched Phocyas, Behc 
Heav'n will relent, and all may yet be well. Rich 
Eud. No—We muſt part, *T will aſk whole years ai Ca 
ſorrow _ De 

To purge away this guilt. Then do not think Whe 
Thy loſs in me is worth one dropping tear; To g 
But, if thou wou'dſt be reconcil'd to Heav'n, | Juſt 1 
Firft ſacrifice to. Heav'n that fatal paſſion My e, 
Which eaus'd thy fall farewell; forget the loſs— Cal 
But how ſhall I aſk that ?—I aus have ſaid, Daz 
For thy ſouls peace, forget the loſt Eudocia : Its he 
Canſt thou forget her? — O the killing torture Croile 
To think 'twas love, exceſs of love, divorc'd us! And y 
Farewell for—ſtill I cannot ſpeak that word. That! 


Theſe tears ſpeak for me O farewell [Exi 


IV. 
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Pho. raving.] For ever! 
Return, return and ſpeak it, ſay for ever ! 
She's gone——and now ſhe joins the fugitives; 
And yet ſhe did not quite pronounce my doom 
O hear, all-gracious Heav'n4 wilt thou at once 
Forgive, and O inſpire me to ſome act 
This day, that may in part redeem what's paſt 


Proſper this day, ar let it be my laſt, [ Exit. 


A CT V. SCENE L 
: i open Place in the city. 


Enter CALED and DARAN meeting. 


CALED. 


OLDIER; what news? thou look'ſt as thou wert angry. 
Dar. And durſt I ſay it, ſo, my chief, I am. 
Pre ſpoke——if i it offends, my head is thine, 
Take it, and I am ſilent, 
Cal. No: ſay on. 
I know thee honeſt, and perhaps I 3 
What knits thy brow in frowns | 
Dar. Is this, my leader, | 
A conquer'd city !—view yon vale of pals : : 
Behold the vanquiſh'd Chriſtian triumphs ill, 
Rich in his flight, and mocks thy barren war. 
Cal. The vale of palms! 
Dar. Beyond thoſe hills, the place 
Where they agreed this day to meet and halt, ' 
To gather all their forces; there diſguis'd, 
Juſt now Pve view'd their camp I cou'd curſe 
My eyes for what they've ſeen! 


Cal. What haſt thou ſeen? \ 


Dar. Why, all Damaſcus ;—all its. ſoul, its life, 
Its heart's blood, all its treaſure, piles of plate, 
Croſſes enrich'd with gems, arras and ſilks, 

And veſts of gold, unfolded to the ſun, 


That rival all his Juſtre, . 2 


* How ! 
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Dar. Tis true, 1 
The bees are wiſely bearing off their honey, v 
And ſoon the empty hive will be our own. M 
Cal. So forward too? curſe on this-fooliſh treaty, I 


Dar. Forward !—it looks as they had been forewarn'd. 
By Mahomet, the land wears not the face 
Of war, but trade; and thou would'ſt ſwear its merchanty: 
Were ſending forth their loaded caravans -- TI 
To all the neighbouring countries. | 
Cal. aſide.] Ha | this ſtarts. 


A lucky thought of Mahomer's firſt pen, A 
When he purſu'd the caravan of Coraſh, =” 
And from a thouſand miſbelieving faves: 4 


Wreſted their ill-heap'd goods. transferr'd to thrive 
In holier hands, and propagate the faith, —— 
[Do Daran. ] Tis faid, the Emperor had a wardrobe here 
Of coſtly ſilks. 

Dar. That too they have remov'd. 

Cal. Dogs! infidels ! *tis more than was allow'd. 

Dar. And {hall we not purſue **m—robbers ! thieves! 
That ſteal away themſelves, and all they're worth, 
And wrong the valiant ſoldier of his due. 

Cal. aſide.] The Caliph ſhall know this he ſhall; 

Abudah, 

This is thy coward bargain——T renounce it. 
Daran, we'll ſtop their march, and make a ſearch. 


Dar. And ſtrip ? 
Cal. And kill. 
Dar. That's well. And yet I fear 
Abudab's Chriſtian friend 
Cal. If poſſible, 
He ſhould not know of this; no, nor Abudah. 
By the ſeven Heav'ns! his fouPs a Chriſtian toe, 
And 'tis by kindred inſtin& he thus ſaves 
Their curſed lives, and taints our cauſe with merey. 
Dar. I knew my general would not ſuffer this, 
Therefore I've troops prepar'd without the gate, 
Juſt mounted for purſuit. Our Arab horſe _ 
Will in few minutes reach the place; yet till 
J muſt repeat my doubts——that devil, Phocyas, 


Will know it ſoen !] met him near the gate; 
My nature ſiekens at him, and forebodes 
I know not what of ill. | 
cal. No more; away 
With thy cold fears we'll march this 1 very inſtant, 
And quickly make this thriftleſs conqueſt good : 
_- ſword. too has been wrong'd, and thirſts for blood, 


C N E II. 


A FValky fu 1 of tents ; baggage and harnaſ' tying 
| up and down amongſt them. The proſpect termi- 
nated with palm-trees and hills at a diſtance. 


EUMENES, with OFFICERS, attendants, and crouds of 
the people of Damaſcus, | 


Zum. entering.] Sleep on—and angels be thy guard 
— ſoft ſlumber 

Has gently ſtole her from her griefs a while. 

Let none approach the tent. Are out-guards plac'd 

In yonder hills? [To an Offieer, 

1 Offi. They are. 

Eum. ſtriking his breaſt.) Damaſcus! O 

züll art thou here ?—Let me entreat you, friends, 

To keep ſtrit order; I have no command, 

nd can but now adviſe you, 

1 Cit, You are ſtill 

Dur head and leader. 

2 Cit, We reſolve t' obey you. 

3 Cit. We're all prepar'd to follow you. 

Eum. I thank you. 

he ſun will ſoon go down upon our ſorrows, 

Ind, till to-morrow's dawn, this is our home: 

ean while, each, as he can, forget his loſs, 

id bear the preſent lot. 

H. Sir, I have markd 

he camp's extent; *tis ſiretch'd quite thro? the valley: 

think that more than half the city's here. 

Eum. The proſpect gives me much relief. I'm pleasi, 

ly honeft countrymen, Y obſerve your numbers; 

id yet it fills my eyes with tears—'Tis ſaid 


wa, 
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The mighty Perſian, wept, when he ſurvey'd- 
His numerous army, but to think 'em mortal; 
Yet he then flouriſh'd in proſperity, 
Alas! what's that ?——Proſperity ! a harlot 
That {ſmiles but to betray ! © ſhining ruin! 
Thou nurſe of paſſions, and thou: bane of virtue! 
© ſelf-deſtroying monſter! that art blind: 
Yet put'ſt out Reaſon's eyes, that (till ſhould guide theal 
Then plungeſt down ſome precipice unſeen, . 
And art no more Hear me, all-gracious Heay'n | 
Let me wear out my ſmall remains of life 
Obſcure, content with humble poverty, 
Or in Affliction's hard but wholeſome ſchool, 
I it muſt be I'll learn to know mylelf, | 
And that's more worth than empire. But, O Heav't, 
Curſe me no more with proud proſperity ! 
It has undone me —Herbis; where, my friend, 
Haſt thou been this long hour? 


Enter HERBIS.. 


14 Herb. On yonder ſummit, 
141 To take a farewell proſpect of Damaſcus, 

Zum. And is it worth a look? 

Herb. No———Pve forgot it. 
All our poſſeſſions are a graſp of air; 
We're cheated whilſt we think, we hold them faſt; 
And when they're gone, we know that they were nothiſg 
But I've a deeper wound. 

Eum. Poor good old man! | | 
Tis true; thy ſon—there thou'rt.indeed unhappy, 


UI 


| Enter ARTAMON. 


What, Artamon !———art thou here too? 
Art. Yes, Sir, TS 
. I never boaſted. much of my religion, 
1:18 Yet Pye ſome honour, and a ſoldier's pride: 
— 14 J like not theſe new lords. 
Zum. Thou'rt brave and honeſt. 
Nay, we'll not yet deſpair. A time may come 


When from theſe brute barbarians we may wrelt: Lum, 
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Ince more our pleaſant ſeats. —Alas, how ſoen 
he flatterer, hope, is ready with his ſong 

o charm us to forgetfuilneſs !—=No more 

et that be left to Heav'n.—See, Herbis, ſee, 

ethinks we've here a goodly city yer! 

as it not thus our great forefathers liv'd, 

n better times ?—in humble fields and tents, 

ith all their flecks and herds, their moving wealth? 
zee too! where our own Pharphar winds his ſtream 
Thro' the long vale, as if to follow us, 

and kindly offers his cool wholeſome draughts 

xo eaſe us in our march ! Why, this is plenty. 

Enter EUuDocia. 


um. My daughter !—wherefore haſt thou left thy tent} 
bat breaks ſo ſoon thy reſt? 


Zud. Reſt is not there, 
Dr I have fought in vain, and cannot find it, 


Dh no we're wanderers, it a our doom: 
There is no reſt for us. 

Zum. Thou art not well. 

Eud. I would, if poſſible, avoid myſelf, 

m better now near you. 

Zum. Near mel —— alas! 

he tender vine ſo wreaths its folded arms 

round ſome falling elm !—it wounds my heart 
o think thou folow'ſt but to ſhare my ruin: 
have loſt all but thee. 

Eud. O ſay not ſo ; 

ou have loſt nothing ; no—you have prefery'd 
mmortal wealth, your faith inviolate . 

o Heav'n and to your country. Have you not 
fus'd to join with proſp'rous wicked men, 

Ind hold from them a falſe inglorious greatneſs ? 
Lin is yonder, in Damaſcus, now 

The ſeat abhor'd of curled infidels. 

nfernal error, like a plague, has ſpread 

ontagion thro? its guilty palaces, 

Ind we are fled from death, 

Zum. Heroic maid! 


Teav't, 
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The mighty Perſian wept, when he ſurveyd 
His numerous army, but to think em mortal; 
Yet he then flourifh'd in proſperity. 
Alas! what's that ?—Profperity ! a harlot 
That {miles but to betray ! © ſhining ruin! 
Thou nurſe of paſſions, and thou bane of virtue !' 
O ſelf-deſtroying monſter! that art blind: : 
Yet pur'it out Reaſon's eyes, that (till ſhould guide the 
Then plungeſt down ſome precipice unſeen, . 
And art no more Hear me, all-gracious Heay'n ! 
Let me wear out my ſmall remains of life 
Obſcure, content with humble poverty, 
Or in Afffict ion's hard but wholeſome ſchool, 
If it muſt be—TE'll learn to know mylelf, 
And that's more worth than empire. But, O Heav't, 
Curſe me no more with proud proſperity ! 
It has undone me !—Herbis ; where, my friend, 
Haſt thou been this long hour? 


Enter HERBIS.. 


Herb. On yonder ſummit, . | 
To take a farewell proſpett of Damaſcus, 
Zum, And is it worth a look? 
Herb. No———Pve forgot it. 
All our poſſeſſions are a graſp of air; 
We're cheated whilſt we think, we hold them faſt, 
And when they're gone, we know that they were nothiſz 
But I've a deeper wound. 
Eum. Poor good old man! 
?Tis true thy ſon— there thou'rt indeed unhappy, 


Enter ARTAMON. 


What, Artamon !——— art thou here too? 
Art. Yes, Sir. 

I never boaſted much of my Wien, 
Yet Pve ſome honour, and a ſoldier's pride: 
J like not theſe new lords. 

Zum. Thou'rt brave and nnd 
Nay, we'll not yet deſpair. A time may come 
When from theſe brute barbarians we may wrelt: 
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Once more our pleaſant ſeats.— Alas, how ſoon &1 
he flatterer, hope, is ready with his ſong 

To charm us to forgetfulneſs !--No more | 

Let that be left to Heav'n.—See, Herbis, ſee, 

ethinks we've here a goodly city yer! 

as it not thus our great forefathers liv'd, 

n better times ?—in humble fields and tents, 

With all their flecks and herds, their moving wealth? 
zee too! where our own Pharphar winds his ſtream 
Thro' the long vale, as if to follow us, 

nd kindly offers his cool wholeſome draughts 

Fo eaſe us in our march ! Why, this is plenty. 

Enter EUDOCIA. 


Zum. My daughter !—wherefore haſt thou left thy tent? 
bat breaks ſo ſoon thy reſt ? 


Fud, Reſt is not there, 

Dr I have ſought in vain, and cannot Gud it. 

Dh no we're wanderers, it is our doom; 
There is no reſt for us. 

Zum. Thou art not well. 

Eud. I would, if poſſible, avoid myſelf, 

m better now near you. 

Eum, Near mel —— alas! 

he tender vine ſo wreaths its folded arms 

round ſome falling elm !—it wounds my heart 
o think thou follow'ſt but to ſhare ny" ruin: 
have loſt all but thee. 

Eud. O ſay not ſo; 

ou have loſt nothing; no—you have prefery'd 
mmortal wealth, your faith inviolate 

o Heav'n and to your country. Have you not 
defus'd to join with proſp'rous wicked men, 

nd hold from them a falſe inglorious greatneſs ? 2 
Lin is yonder, in Damaſcus, now | 
he ſeat abhor'd of curled infidels. 

nfernal error, like a plague, has ſpread 

ontagion thro? its guilty palaces, 

. Ind we are fled from death. | 

oſt: Zum. Heroic maid! 
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Thy words are balſam to my griefs. Eudocia, 
I never knew thee till this day; I knew not 
How many virtues I had wrong'd in thee. | 
Fad. If you talk thus you have not yet forgiven m. me, 
Eum. Forgiven thee why, for thee it is, thee only, 8 
IT think Heav'n yet may look with pity on us; c 
Les, we mult all forgive each other now. b 
Poor Herbis too—we both have been to blame. 
O Phocyas— but it cannot be recall'd. 
Yet were he here, we'd aſk him pardon too. 
My child !-I meant not to provoke thy tears. 
Eud [ Aſide.] O why is he not here? Why do I ſee Re 


Thouſands of happy wretches, that but ſeem T] 
Undone, yet ſtill are bleſt in innocence; | 
And why was he not one? n 2 


Enter an OFFICER» She 


I of. Where is Eumenes ? | III 
Zum. What means thy breathleſs hats? 
1 Off. I fear there's danger; EB... 
For as I kept my watch, I ſpy'd afar Hel 
Thick clouds of Auſt q and on a nearer view Hea 
1 Perceiv'd a body of Arabian horſe D 
4 Moving this way. I ſaw them wind the hill. No | 
31 And then loſt ſigbt of em. 
4 ö Herb I faw 'em too, Ph 
i138 | Where the roads meet on Sethe ſide theſe hills, To 1, 
4 18 But took them for ſome bands of Chriſtian Arabs Da 
N i Croſſing the country. —This way did they move? Bt tt 
'V 14K 1 Of. With utmoſt ſpeed. 
p Eum. If they are Chriſtian Arabs, 1 wil 
, They come as friends; if other, we're ſecure This : 


By the late terms. Retire a while, — 
1/13 Il to the guard myſelf, 

17 18 - Soldier, lead on the way. 

[| [ i Eier another Orrickx. 
wer 2 OF. Arm, arm! we're ryin'd! 
The foe is in the camp, 

Kam, So ſoon! 


2 Off. They've quitted 
Their horſes, and with ſword in hand have fore'd 
Our guard; they ſay they come for plunder. - 
Zum. Villains! | 
Sure Caled knows not of this treachery. 
Come on—we can fight ſtill. We'll make em know 
What 'tis to urge the wretched to deſpair. [ Exeunt, 
LA noiſe of fighting is heard for ſome time, 
Enter DARAN, with a, party of Saracen ſoldiers. 
Dar, Let the fools fight at diſtance, Here s the 
harveſt. 
Reap, reap, my countrymen !—Ay, there —Erſt clear 
Thoſe further tents 
[ Exeunt Soldiers bearing off baggage, &c. 
[Looking between the tents. ] What's here? a woman—fair 
She ſeems, and well attir'd—it ſhall be bo, 
I'll ſtrip her firſt, and then 
{ Exit, and returns with Eudocia, 
ud. Riruggling.] Mercy! O ſpare me 
Help, ſave — !-- what, no help !|--Barbarian! monſter! 
Heav'n hear my cries. | 
Dar. Woman, thy cries are _ 
No help! is near. 


Enter PH OCvAs. 


Pho. Villain, thou ly'ſt! take that 
„ To looſe thy hold— [Puhing at him with his ſpears 
by Dar. What, thou? my evil ſpirit ! | 
I't thou that haunt'ſt me (till ?—but thus I thank thee. 
[Offering 10.ftrike with his ſcimitar. 
ſt will not be——Lightning for ever blaſt - 
This coward arm that fails me !—O vile Syrian, [Falls. 
I'm kilbd -O curſe— Diez, 
Pho. Die then; thy curſes choke thee, —— 
Eudocia! 
ud. Phocyas o O aſtoniſhment! | 
nen is it thus that Heav'n has heard my prayers? 
I tremble ſtill- and ſcarce have power to aſk thee . 
How thou art here? or whence this ſudden outrage ? 
VoL IV. . E 


xit Eud⸗ 
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Pho. walking aſide.] The blood ebbs back that filbd 
my heart, and now 

Again her parting farewell awes my ſoul, 

As if *twere fate, and not to be revok'd. 

Will ſhe not now upbraid me? See thy friends! 

Are theſe, are theſe the villains thou baſt truſted ? 

Eud. What means this murmur'd ſorrow to thyſelf? 
Ts it in vain that thou haſt reſcu'd me 
From. ſavage hands? ——Say, what's tl? approaching 

danger ? 

Pho. Sure ev'ry angel watches o'er thy ſafety ! 
Thou ſeeſt "tis. death tꝰ approach thee without awe, 
And barbariſm itſelf cannot profane thee. 

Eud. Thou doſt not anſwer ; whence are theſe alarms? 

Pho. Some ſtores remov*d, and not allow'd by treaty, 
Have drawn the Saracens to make a ſearch. 

Perhaps *twill quickly be agreed — but, oh! | 
Thou know'ſt; Eudocia, Pm a baniſh'd man, Thy 
And *tis a crime I'm here once more before thee; 


Elſe might. I fpeak, 'twere better for the preſent 
If thou would'ſt Jeave this place, And 
Eud. No I've a father, Whe 
(And ſhall J leave him?) whom we both have __ Canſt 
Or he had not been thus drib'n out, expos'd 0 thi 
T he humble tenant of this ſhelt'ring vale E Pho 
For one poor. night's repoſe :——and yet alas! Tis ] 
For this laſt at how would I thank thee, Phocyas ?— And ti 
Vve nothing now but prayers and tears to give, End 
Cold fruitleſs thanks but 'tis ſome comfort yet It will 
That Fate allows this ſhort reprieve, that thus Perhaj 
We may behold each other, and once more - wh 
May mourn our woes, ere yet we part | 5 iS NC 
Pho. For ever! Wax ] 
?®Tis then refolv!d—— it was thy ET IRS apt W 
And I am here to execute that doom, . thi 
Zud. What doſt thou mean? . 8 
Pho. kneeling.] Thus at thy " SEEN p 8 
Eud. O riſe! 1 no 
or the 


Pho. Never—No, here I'll lay my burden down: My lf 
Tie try'd its weight, nor can ſupport it longer, J Alt. 
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Take thy laſt look ; if yet thy eyes can bear | 


| To look upon a wretch accurs'd, caſt off 


By Heavin and thee. A little longer yet, 
And I am mingled with my kindred duſt, 
By thee forgotten and the world 

Eud, Forbear ! 

O cruel man! why wilt thou rack me thus? 
Diſt tho: not mark, thou didſt, when laſt we parted}, 
The pangs, the ſtrugglings of my ſuffering ſoul ? 
That nothing but the hand of Heav'n itſelf | 
Cou'd e' er divide me from-thee ?—T)oft thou now 
Reproach me thus? Or canſt thou have a Tt 
That I can e'er forget thee ? 

Pho. riſing.] Have a care! | 
VII not be tortur*d more with thy falſe pity.. 
No, I renounce it. See, I am prepar'd. 

[Shewing a dag gert. 

Thy cruelty 1 is mercy now. Farewell. 

And death is now. but a releaſe from torment. | 
Eud. Hold—ſtay thee yet——O-madnefs of deſpair !. 
And wouldſt thou die? Think ere thou leap the gulph,, 

When thou haſt trod that dark, that unknown way, 
Canſt thou return? What if the change prove worſe ?? 
O think, if then 

Pho. No thought's my deadlieſt foe ; hes 


| Tie lingering racks, and ſlow conſuming fires, . 
| And therefore to the grave I'd fly to ſhun it. 


Eud. O fatal error Like a reſtleſs ghoſt 
It will purſue and haunt thee ſtill, e'en there 
Perhaps in forms more frightful. Death's a name 
By which poor gueſſing mortals are deceiv'd ; 
Tis no where to be found. Thou fly'ſt in vain 
From life, to meet again with that thou fly'ſt. 
How wilt thou curſe thy raſnneſs then? how ſtart: 
And ſhudder, and ſhrink back ? yet how avoid | 
To put on thy new being ? D 
Pho. So 1 I thank thee! 


For now Pm quite undone——T gave up all 


For thee before, but this; this boſom friend, 
My laſt reſerve, —There— [Threws away the. daggers. 
| | E a. 
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Tell me now, Eudocia, | 
Cut off from hope, deny'd the food of life, 
And yet for bid to die, what am I now? 
Or what will Fate do. with. me? 
Eud. Oh 
Pho. Thou weep'ſt! 
Canſt thou ſhed tears, and yet not melt to mercy 2 
O (ay; ere yet returning madneſs ſeize me, 
Is there in all futurity no proſpeR, 
No diſtant comfort ? Not a glummering light 
To guide me thro” this maze? Or muſt I now 
Sit down. in darkneſs, and deſpair for ever ? 
[ Here they both: continue ſilent. for ſome tina 


[Turns aua 'y Weeping, 


Po. Still art thou ſilent ?=.Speak, diſcloſe my doom, 


That's now. ſuſpended in this awful moment 
O ſpeak—for now my paſſions wait thy voice; 
My beating heart grows calm, my blood ſtands ftill, 
Scarcely I live, or only live to hear thee. EY 
Eud. If yet, —but can it be ?—I. fear—O Phocyas, 
Let me be ſilent ſtill! 
Pho. Hear then this laſt, 
This only pray'r !——Heav'n will conſent to this. 
Let me but follow thee, where-e'er thou goeſt, 
But ſee thee, hear thy voice; be thou my angel, 
To guide and govern my returning ſteps, 
Till long contrition and unwearied- duty 
Shall expiate my guilt. Then ſay, Eudocia, 
If like a ſoul anneal'd in purging fires, 
After whole years thou ſeeſt me white again, 


Wen thou, ev'n thou ſhalt thin 


Eud. No more—— This ſhakes 
My firmeſt thoughts, and if 


| [Here a cry is heard. of PO ns in the * 


What ſhrieks of death! 

I fear the treacherous foe again! and louder ! 
Then they've begun a fatal harveſt !\—— Haſte,. 
Prevent—O wou'dſt thou ſee me more with comfort, 


Fly, ſave 'em, ſave the threaten'd lives of Chriſtians, 


My father and his friends I dare not ſtay 


Heav'n be my guide to ſhun this gathering ruin. 
| Exit Eudocia 
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Manet PhoOCYAS. Enter CALED. 
Cal. entering.] So—Slaughter, do thy work! 
————- Theſe hands look well. {Looking on his lands. 
The jovial hunter, ere he quits the field, 
Firſt ſigns him in the ſtag's warm vital ſtream 
With ſtains like theſe, to ſhew *rwas gallant ſport. 
Phocyas ! Thou'rt met !—But whether thou art here 


[Comes forward,” 
A friend or foe I know not; if a friend, k 
Which is Eumenes' tent? 
No. Hold paſs no further: 


Cal. Say'ſt thou, not paſs ? 
Pho. No——on thy life no further. 
Cal. What, doſt thou frown too !- ſure thou know'ſt 
me not! 
Pho. Not know thas Ves, too well I know thee now, 
O murd'rons fiend ! why all this waſte of blood? 
Didſt thou not promiſe 
Cal. Promiſe ?——TInſolence ! 
'Tis well, 'tis well—for now I know thee too. 
Perfidious mungrel flave ! thou double traitor! 
Falſe to thy firſt and to thy latter vows! 
Villain !- 
Pho. That's acid on—T {wear I thank thee. 
Speak it again, and ſtrike it thro' my ear! 
A villain ! yes, thou mad'ſt me ſo, thou devil! 
And mind'ſt me now what to demand from thee. 
Give, give me back my former ſelf, my honour, 
My country's fair eſteem, my friends, my all 
Thou canſt not—O thou robber !—give me then 
Revenge or death! the laſt I well deſerve, 
That yielded up my ſoul's beſt wealth to thee, 
For which accurs'd be thou, and curs'd thy Prophet ! 
Cal, Hear'ſt thou this, Mahomet ? — Blaſpheming 
For this thou ſoon ſhalt chew the bitter fruit ſmouth! 
Of Zacon's tree, the food of fiends below. | 
Go {peed thee thither. | 
[Puſhing at him with his lance, which Phoeyas Putt 
by, and kills him, 
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Pho. Go thou firſt tliyſelf. 
Cal. falling.) O dog! thou gnaw'ſt my heart—falle 
Mahomet ! 
Is this, is this then my reward for—O—— [Dies. 
[Exit Phocyas. 
[ Several parties of Chriſtians and Saracens paſs over the 
farther part of the ſtage fighting. The former ar 
beaten, At laſt EUMENES rallies them, and makes 4 
. ſtand. Then enter ABUDAH attended. 
Abu. Forbeax, forbear, and ſheath the 288 an 
Eum. Abudah, is this well? 
Abu. No I muſt own 
You've cauſe. O Muſſulmans, look here, bebold 
Where, like a broken ſpear, your arm of war 
Is thrown to earth! | 


Ad v. 


Zum. Ha! Caled? | Eu 
Abu. Dumb and breathleſs Ar 
Then thus has Heavn chaſtis'd us in thy fall T lef 
And thee for violated faith; farewell, When 
Thou great, but cruel man! | To. w 

Zum. This thirſt of blood N And: 
In his own blood is quench'd; | Zua 

Abs. Bear hence his clay ä O no- 
Back to Damaſcus. Caſt a mantle firſt | Art. 
Ober this ſad ſight: ſo ſhou'd we hide his faults.— be n 
Now hear, ye ſervants of the Prophet, hear || We fo 


A greater death than this demands your tears, 
For know, your lord the Caliph is no more ! 


Good Abubeker has breath'd out his ſpirit 1 Of 
To him that gave it. Yet your Caliph lives, And ha 
Lives now in Omar. See, behold his ſignet, Art, 
Appointing me, ſuch is his will, to lead. - Zud. 
His faithful armies warring here in Syria. 1 Of 
Alas? Foreknowledge {ure of this event To ſear 
Guided his choice !—Obey me then your chief. Ire mo 
For you, O Chriſtians ! know, with ſpeed I came, Art. 
On the firſt notice of this foul deſign, This ſuc 
Or to prevent it, or repair your wrongs. W'Tis but 
Your goods ſhall be untouch'd, your perſons ſafe, 1 OF. 


A friend 


O no 
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Nor ſhall our troops henceforth, on pain of death, 
Moleſt your march.—If more you aſk, tis granted. 

Zum. Still juſt and brave! thy virtues wou'd adorn 
A purer faith! Thow better than thy ſect, 
That dar'ſt decline from that to acts of mercy ! | 
Pardon, Abudah, if thy honeſt heart 
Makes us e'en wiſh thee ours. 

Abu. aſide. ] O Power Supreme, 
That mad'ſt my heart, and know'lt its inmoſt frame? 
If yet I err, O lead me into truth, 
Or pardon unknown error !. Now, Eumenes, 
Friends as we may be, let us part in. peace. 

[Exeunt ſeverally, 


Enter EUDOCIA and ARTAMO Ne 
Tud. Alas! but is my father ſafe ? | 
Art. Heav'n knows. 
J left him juſt preparing to engage; 
When doubtful of th? event he bade me haſte 


To warn his deareſt daughter of the danger, 


And aid your ſpeedy flight. 
Eud. My flight ! but whither ? 
if he is loſt 


Art. 1 hope not ſo, | 
The noiſe is ceas' d. Perhaps they're beaten off: 
We ſoon ſhall know; —here's one that can inform us 


Enter firſt OrrIckR. 


Soldier, thy looks ſpeak. well. What ſays. thy tongue? 
1 Off. The foe's withdrawn ; Abudah has been here, 
And has renew'd the terms. Caled is kill'd 

Art. Hold firſt, thank Heav*o for that! 

Eud. Where is Eumenes ? 

1 Of. I left him well; by his command I cams 
To ſearch you out,. and let you know this news, 
Ive more; but that 

Art, Is bad, perhaps ;. ſo ſays 
This ſudden pauſe. Well, be it ſo; let's know it. 
Tis but life's checquer'd lot. 5 | 
' 1 OF. Eumenes mourns 


A friend's unhappy fall; Herbis is ſtain; 
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& ſettled gloom ſeem'd to hang heavy on him, 
Thꝰ effect of grief, 'tis thought, for his loſt ſon, 
When, on the firſt attack, like one that ſought 
The welcome means of death, with deſperate valour 
He preſs'd the foe, and met the fate he wiſh'd, 

Art. See where Eumenes comes !—What's this? He 

ſeems 

To lead ſome wounded friend. — Alas! 'tis 

| [They withdraw 10 one ſide of the ſtag. 


Enter EUMENES, leading in PhRoOcCYAs with an arrou 
in his breaſt. 


Zum. Give me thy wound! O, I could bear it for thee! 
This goodneſs melts my heart. What! in a moment! 
Forgetting all thy wrongs, in kind embraces 
T' exchange forgiveneſs thus! 

Pho. Moments are few, 

And muſt not now be waſted. O Eumenes, 

Lend me thy helping hand a little farther; 
© where, where is ſhe? [They  advazct, 

Zum. Look, look here, Rudocia ! | 
Behold a ſight that calls for all our tears. 
Eud. Phocyas! and wounded !—-O what cruel hand- 
Pho. No, 'twas a kind one—Spare.thy tears, Eudocia! 
For mine are tears of joy ,——— 
Eud. Is't poſlible ? 
Pho. 'Tis done—the pow'rs ſupreme have heard my 
| pray'r, 
And proſper'd me with ſome fair deeds this day. 
I've fought once more, and for my friends, my country, 

By me the treach'rous chiefs are ſlain; a while 
I ſtopp'd the foe, till, warn'd by me. before 
Of this their ſudden, march, Abudah come; 

But firſt this random ſhaft had reach'd my breaſt. 
Life's mingled ſcene is o'er—'Tis thus that Heav'n 
At once cbaftiſes, and, I hope, accepts me; 

And now I wake as from the ſleep of death. 
Eud. What ſhall I ſay to thee, to give thee comfort} 
Pho. Say only thou forgiv'ſt me O Eudocia ! 
No longer now my dazzled eyes bebold thee 
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Thro' paſſion's miſts ; my ſoul now gazes on thee, 
And ſees thee-lovelier in unfading charms, 

Bright as the ſhining angel hoſt that ſtood ! 

Whilſt I but there, it ſmart << 
Eud. Look down, leok down, 

Ye pitying Pow'rs } and heal his pious ſorrow l 
Zum. Tis not too late, we hope, to give thee help. 

See, yonder is my tent. We'll lead thee thither, 

Come, enter there, and let thy wound be dreſs'd. 

Perhaps it is not mortal. 
Pho. No! not mortal ? 

No flattery now. By all my hopes hereafter, 

For the world's empire Pd not loſe this death } 

Alas! I but keep in my fleeting breath 

A few ſhort moments, till I have conjur'd you 

That to the world you witneſs my remorſe 

For my paſt errors, and defend my fame. 

For know ſoon as this. pointed ſteel's 2 out 

Life follows through the wound. | 
Eud. What doſt thou ſay ? 

O touch not yet the broken ſprings of life, 

A thouſand tender thoughts riſe in my ſoul. 

How ſhall I give them words? Oy till this hour 

I ſcarce have faſted woe! This is indeed: 

To part but oh 
Pho. No more — dfath is now painful! 

But ſay, my friends, whilſt I have breath to aſk, 

(For ſtill methinks all your concerns are mine) 

Whither have you deſign'd to. bend your journey? 
Eum. Conſtantinople is my laſt retreat, 

If Heav'n indulge my with ; there I'm reſoly'd 

To wear out the dark. winter of my life, 

Arr old man's ſtock of days, I hope not many. 
Eud. There will I dedicate myſelf to Heav'n. 

O Phocyas, for thy ſake, no rival elſe 

Shall e'er poſſeſs my heart. My father too. 

Conſents to this my vow. My vital flame 

There, like a taper on the holy altar, 

Shall waſte away; till Heav'n relenting heaw 

Inceſſant pray'rs for thee and for myſelf, 
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And wing my ſoul to meet with thine in bliſs. 
For in that thought I find a ſudden hope, 
As if inſpir'd, ſprings in:my breaſt, and tells me 
That thy repenting frailty i is forgiv'n, 
And we ſhall-meet again to part no more. 
Pho. plucking out the arrou.] Then all is done 
'twas the laſt pang—at length 
Ire giv'n up thee, and the world now is—nothing. 
Zum. Alas! he falls. Help, Artamon, ſupport him. 
Look, how he bleeds ! let's lay him gently down; 
Night gathers faſt upon him 80 — look up, 
Or ſpeak, if thou haſt life—Nay then my daughter ! 
She faints Help there, and bear her to her tent, 
[Eudocia is carr y'd off 
Art. weeping aſide.) I thank ye, eyes! this is but de- 
cent tribute. 
My heart was full before. 
Eam. O Phocyas ! Phocyas ! . 
Alas! he hears not now, nor ſees my ſorrows !- 
Yet will I mourn for thee, thou gallant youth ! 
As for a ſon fo let me call thee now ! 
A. much-wrong'd friend! and an unhappy hero! 
& fruitleſs.zeal, yet all I now can ſhew !. 
Tears vainly flow for errors learn'd too late, 
When timely caution ſhould prevent our fate. 
[Exeunt omnes *, 


It · is generally allowed, that the characters in this 0 


are my varicd and diſtinguiſhed ; ; that the ſentiments are 
well adapted to the characters; that it abounds. 


Juſt, a 


with beautiful deſcriptions, apt allufions to the manners 
and opinions of the times where the ſcene is laid, and with 
noble morals; that the diction is pure, unaffected, and ſus 
blime; and that the Pe. is conducted in a imple. and clear, 
anner. 
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Spoken by Mr WI ks. 


WELL, Sirs, yon ve ſeen, his paſſion to approves 
A deſperate lover give up all for love, 
All but bis faith, — Metbhints now I can ſpy, 


| Among you airy ſparks, ſome who wou'd cry, 


Phio! pox !—for that - hat need of ſuch a pother? 
Fir one faith left, be would have got angther.— 
True: 'twas jour very caſe. Juſt what you ſay, 
Our rebel fools were ripe for Pother day; | 
Tho' diſappointed now, they're wiſer grown, 

And, with much grief—are forc'd to keep their own. 
Theſe generous madmen gratis ſought their ruin, 

And ſet no price, not they ! on their undoing. 

For gain, indeed, ue ue others wou'd not dally, 


Cr with ſtale principles fland foilli—ſball J—monae 


Tou'll find all their religion in Change- Alley, 
There all purſue, by better means or worſe, 
lago's rule, Put money in thy purſe. 

For ibo“ you differ ſlill in ſpeculation, | 
For uhy ach bead is wiſer than the nat ion, 
Tho' points of faith for ever will divide you, 


And bravely you declare—none e er ſhall ride yous 


In practice all agree, and ev'ry man 
Devoutly ſtrives 40 get what wealth he can > 
All partics at this golden altar bow, 
Gain, pow'rful gain's the new religion now, 
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But leave we this—ſince in this circle ſmile 

So many ſhining beauties of our iſle, 

Who to more generous ends direft their aim, 

And ſbe us virtue in ils faireſt frame; 

To theſe, with pride, the Author bid me ſay, 

*T'was for your ſex be chiefy wrote this play; 

And if in one bright character you find 

Superior honour and a noble mind, 

Know from the life Eudocia's charms be drew, 

And bopes the piece ſhall live that copies you. 

Sure of ſucceſs, be cannot miſs his end, 

F ev'ry Britiſh beroine prove bis friend. 


